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Enter King Richard John of Gant, 

with other Nobles and 
Attendants. 



King Richard, 

Ldc Iohn of Gaunt time honored Lancafter, 
Haft thou according to thy othe and bandc 
Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold fon. 
Here to make good the boiftrous late appeale 
Which then bur leifure would not let vs hear# 
Againft the Duke of NorfFolke,Thomas Mowbray? 

Gaunt. I hauc my Lcige. 

King Tel me moreoucr.haft thou founded him 
If heappea!cthe Duke on ancient malice. 

Or worthily as a good fubieft lhould 
On fonaeknowne ground of trcacherie inhiro. 

(jaunt As neare as I could fift him on that argument. 

On fome apparent danger feene in him. 

Anode at your Highncfte, no inueterate malice. 

King Then call theni to our pretence face to face s 
And frowning brow to brow our felues will hcare. 

The accufer and the accufed freely fpeake: 

Hie ftomacktare they both, and full of ire. 

In rage, deafe as the fea, haft ie as fire, 

K f 

Snt er 'BuHingkrooke and Mowbray, 

of happy daics befall 
, my moft louing Liege, 

A 2 Mow. 



Butting. Manyyearcs 
My gracious Soueraignc 







TheTraged'te of 

Mowk Each day ftij better others happinefle 
V nnl the heauens enuying earths good happe, 

Adde an immortal title to your Crownc 
King. We thankc you botb,yetone but flatters vs 
As wel appeareth by the caufe you come, 
Namctytoappcalecach other of high treafon: 
toofin or Hereford what do fl: thou obieft 

A #T? ‘rt'f 0l "°f N ? ,fclW Mowbray? 

Bui. rim.heauen be the record to ray fpeech. 

In the dcuotion of a fubie&s Jouc, 

Tendering the precious fhfetie of my Prince 
And free from other misbegotten hate, 

Come I appelknt to this princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray do I turnc to thee. 

And marke my greeting wel : for what I fp cake 
My body Ihal make good vpon this earth, 

Oi my diuinc foulc anfwerc itinbeauc n; 

T hou arr a traitour and a mifercant; 

Too good to be fo,and too bad to hue. 

Since the more faire andcriflall is the skie. 

The vglicr feeme the cloudes that in itflic: 

Once more.the more to aggrauate the nope. 

With a foulc trai tours name ftufFe I thy throte. 

And wifli (fo pleafe my Soueraigne) ere I moue, 

What my tongfpeaks, my right drawnc. (word may proue. 

Mow. Let not my cold words here accufe my zeafe, 

Tis not the triall ofa womans war. 

The Litter clamour of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine. 

The bloud is hottc that muft be coold for this, 

Yctcan I not of fuch tamcpatience boaft. 

As tobehulhtand naught at al to lay. 

Firft the faire rcuercnce ofyour hignncfle curbcl mec» 
From giuing reines and f purs to my free fpeech. 

Which elfe would pbft vnrdl it.had rcturnd, 

Thefe tearmes oftreafon doubled downe his throat: 
Setting afide his high blouds royaltie, 

Aad let him bee no kinfman to my Lcige, 





40 






110 




Kin* Richard thefecond . 

I do defie him^nd fpit at him. 

Cal him a flaunderous coward anda villaine, 

Which to tnaintainc,I would allow hi mods, 

And meete him were I tide to runne afoote, 

Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable. 

Where eucr Englifh man durft fettc his footc, 

Mcane tune let this defend my loyaltie. 

By all my hopes mod falfely doth he lie. 

BhI. Pale trembling coward there I throw my g a 5 e » 
Declaiming hecre the kinred ofa King. 

And lay afide my high blouds royaltie. 

Which Feare,not Rcuercnce makes thee to except. 

If guilrie dread haue left thee fb much fttength. 

As to take vp mine honours pawne»then ftovvpc. 

By that,and all the rites of Knighthood clfe. 

Will I make good againft thee arme to arme, ;• 

What I haue fpokc.or thoucanft deuife. 

Mow. I take it vp,ana by that fword I fwcare. 

Which gently laidc my knighthood on my fh,oulder t 
lie anfwere thee in any ; faire degree, 

Ochiualrous defigne of knightly triall, 

And when I mount, aliue may I not light, 

IT be traitour or vniuftly fight. 

King. W hat doth our Coofin lay to Mowbraics charge? 
It muft be great that can i nherite vs, 

Somuchasofa thoughtofillin him. 

Bui. Looke whatlfayd my life fhal prooue it true. 

That Mowbray batfrrccciude eight thoufand nobles, 
hi name of Lendings for your highneflfc fouldiours, 
i he which nee hath detainde for lewd imploymeni 
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........ — v uvuiuuc tor icwa imployments, 

Like a falfc traitour and iniurious villaine, 

Bcfidcs I fay,and will in battaile prooue. 

Or here,or eife whereto the furtheft: Ver 
That euerwasfurucyed by Enghfheie, 
i hata 1 the treafons for thefe cightceneyearcs, 
Oomplottcd and contriued in this land: 

■tetchtfrom falfe Mowbray their firft head and fpri 
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The Tragedte of 

Further I fay, and further will mairifainc 
Vpon his bad life to make all this good. 

That he did plotte the Duke of (jloceflers death, 
Suggeft his foofle beleeuing aduerfjricf> 

And confeqtiently like a luttour coward, 

Sluc’te out his innocent foule through Areames of bloud 
Which bloud, like facrihcing Abels cries, ’ • 

Euen from the fonguelefleCauernsotthe earth* 

To me for suffice and rough chaflrifemcnt: 

And by the g'orious worth of my difeent. 

This armc Ihall do it,or this life be fpenr. 

King . How high a pitch his refolntion foares, 

T homas of Norfolke what fluff thou to this? 

Oh let my foucraigne turne away his face, 

Aiki bid hrs eares a little while be deafly 

Till I haue told this flaunder of his bloud. 

How God and good men hate fo foule a her. 

Kwg. Mowbray, impartial are our cies and earei d 
Were he my brother,nay,my Icingdomes heire. 

As he is? but my fathers brothers fonne. 

Now by feeptersawe 1 make a vb w> 

Such neighbour ncerenes to our facred bloud 
Should nothing pritu, ledge him ner partialize 

The vnftoopingfirmcneiTebf my vpright foule, 

I ,e is our fitbied Mowbray, fa art thou, iy ■ ■ ' • 

Free fpecch and fearelefle I to thee allow-. 

Movpb. Then Bollingbrooke as low as to thy heart. 

Through the fin fe paflage of thy throat thou liefl, / 
Three parts of tiufreceipte I liad for Callice, ' i 

DisburfH tohis highntfle Sbulcfiotirs,- yj! '' " 

The other part refeiu de I by confent, 

For that my foucraigne liege was in roy debt, 

V pon ’remainder of a dearc account , 

Since laffl went to France to fetch his Queene: ' ‘ ',r 

Now fwal low downe thatlie.ForGlocelfers death, ''If. 

I flew him not,but to mine owne'difgrace 

Neglected my fwonie dutie in that cafe; 

For'you roy noblcLordof Lancaftci 3 





King Richard the ficond t 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once did I lay an atnbufh for your life, 

A trefpafle that doth vexe my greeued foule; 

Ah but ere I laft receiu’de the facramcnt, 

1 did confefle i t,and exactly begd 
Your graces pardon,and I hope I had if* 

This is my fault, as for the reft appeald 
It i flues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant and mod degenerate traitour. 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend, 
Andenterchangeablyhurle downe the gage, If o" - i V 
Vpon this ouerweening t raitours foote, 

To prooue my felfe a loyal Gentleman, 

Euen in the be A bloude chamberd iu his bofotne, 

In hafte whereof moffheartily I pray 
Your highnefle toafsigne our trial day. 

King. Wrath kindled gentleman beeruled by me. 

Lets purge this choler without letting bloud. 

This wee preferibe though no Plnfition, 

Dccpc malice makes too dee peinciflon. 

Forge t,fcrgiue,concludc,and bee agreed, 

Our Dodors fay this is no month toblepde: 

Good Vi.ckle let this end where it begunne, 

Weele calme the Duke of Norfolke, you your fonne. 

To bqa m^kc-rpeace flial become my age/ 

I hro w do wne(.u W fonne) the Duke of Norfolkes gage. 
Ktng. And Norfolk? throw downe his. 

Cjaunt. When Harry ,whcn?obedience bids. 

Obedience bi^I^puldpptbidagaine. • 

1 a°i Hr f T T W c * ownc vv ‘ ce bid, there is no boot?. 
Mv I, Tel } n e , C * t,ir o\V(drcad foueraigne)at thy foote. 
My life thou /halt comroaund,but not my°{hame, 

1 he one nvvdotie° ; w C s,b u t.my fa.rcname 

To Jit 1 J f n C3t 1 t,)at llUes v P on fey graue, 

{Ilf* d f on ° UrS Vfe thouf}ia!t «othauc:' 

Pierflffri* p ),ri1 P c2c ht,artd'bafFuld hcere. 

The with" K f W,th S,aUndcrs ^nomd fpeare,. 

no balme'can pure but lus heart bloud. 
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Whicjibreathdethispoyfbn.; 

King. Rage muff be withftood, 

Giue me his gage,Lions make Leopards tame. 

Morvb. Yea, but not change his foots, take but my fliame 
Andlrefigne my gage my deare deare Lord. 

The pur eft tieafuretnortaH times affoord, 
lsfpotleflercputation,thafaway • ; ; 

Men are but guilded loame,or painted clay, 

A Ie well in a tennOtimes bard vp che ft, 

Is a bold fpirit in a loyall bread: 

Mine honour is my life.both grow in one, 

Take honour from me,andmy life is done: 

Then (deare my Liege)mine honour let me try, 

In that I Iiue,and for that will I die. 

King. Coofin throw vp your gage, do you beginne* 

O God defend my foulc from fuch deepc finne. 
Shall I feemc Greft- fallen in my fathers fight? 

Or with pale bcggcr-face impeach myfieight, vj !;H ' , j; 
Before this out-darde dafiird?eOi ray foirigue 
Shall wound my honouf with fuch feeble wfong. 

Or found fobafe a parley, my teeth (hall tcare., ; /<■’ ’ 

The fiauifli niotiue of recanting feare, ■ 

And fpit it bleeding ! m his high difgrasce. 

Where fhame doth harbour, efien in Mowhraies face." 

King. Wc werenotbortfetofue,but tbtonimaundj 
Which finee wee cannot do to makeyou friends*; 

Be rcadie as you rjife fhall anfwere it. 

At Coucntiy vpon Saint Lambards day, 

There fliall your (words arid laurices arbitrary ■ ' . 

The fwelling differeiice ofyour fettled hate. 

Since wee cannot atone you,you (ball foe 
Juflice defigne the Victors chiualrie: 

Lord Mat ihall, com maund oar Officers at Atmcs, - 

Be readie to driest theie home alatmes. Exit> 

Enter Iohn of (patent, with the Dttchejfe ofGlocefer. 
Gaunt. Alasthcpartlhadin Woodftocksbloud, 
Doth more follicite me thenyoar exclaimed 
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King Richard the fecend. 

To ftirre againft the butchers of his life. 

But fince correftionlieth in thofe hands. 

Which made the fault that we ca nnot correft, 

Put wc our quarrel! to the wilofheauen, 

Who when they foe the houres ripe on earth 
Will rairte hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Duchejfe Findes brotherhood in thee no fliarper fpurrof 
Hath Iouc in thy old bloud no liuingfirc? 

Edwards fouen fonnes wherof thy folfe art one, 

Were as feuen vio’sofhis facred bloud, 

Or fouen faire branches fpringing from one rootc: 

Some ofthofe fouen arc dried by natures courfe. 

Some ofthofe branches by the Deftinies cut:| 

But Thomas my deere Lord, my life, my Glocefier, 

One viol ful of Edwards facred bloud, 

One flourishing branch of his moft royall rootc 
Is crackt, and al the precious liquor fpilt. 

Is hackt do wnc, and his fotnmcr leaues al faded i 

By Enuicshand,andMurdershloudy axe. 

Ah Gaunt, his bloud was thine, that bed, that wombe. 

That metta!, that folfe mould, thatfafhioned thee 
Made him a man: and though thou liueft and brcathefL 
Yet art thou flaine in him, thou doeft confont 
In fomc large meafure to thy fathers death. 

In that thou feeft thy wretched brother die . 

Who was the model of thy fathers life , 

Gall it not patience Gaunt, it is difpairc. 

In fuffrrmg thus thy brother to be flaughtred, 
houflicwcft the naked pathway to thy hfe. 

That wh? h CrnC 1Urder h ° W tG b « f cher thee : 

L pa e cotf r mCa " e men wc >*** Patience, 

2 ’“Cowardice- in noble breads. 

Thcbrt J ^ t0 rafe S ard thy own life, r 

Ga^ c y A * - K en§C m >' G,occftc « dea th. 
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TheTitigedtecf 

An angrie artne again ft his minifter. 

Buck. Where then alas may I complaine myfelfe? 
qaur.t To God the widdowes Champion and defence,' 
‘Duck. Why then I will, farewell old'Gaiint, 

Thou goeft to Gouentry,there to behelde 
Gur Coofin Her lord and fell Movybray fight, 

'O fet my husbands wrongs on Her fords fpeare, 

That it may enter butcher Mowbraies breath* 
Orifm<ftortunsmifIe the firil carier, 

Be Mowbraies finnes fo heauie in his bofome, 

That they may bteake his foming couriers backe. 

And throvt; the rider headlong in the lifts; 

Acaitiue recreant to my Coofin Herford: 

Farewel old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife. 

With her companion Griefc muft end her life. 

Gaunt . Sifter farewell Iinuft to Couenme, 

As much good ftay with thee, ns go with raee, ^ 

Z)uch. Yet one word morc,grietc boundeth where itfals 
Not with the emptieholltf\viiefie,but weight: 

I take rr»y leaue before I hauc begunne. 

For forrow ends not when it feemfcth done: 

Commend me to my brother Edmund Yorke, 

To this is all may yet depart not fo, ! ; 

Though this be al.do not fo quickly goe.* 

I flia'l remember more : Bid him.ah what? 

With al good (peede at Plafhievifitme, 

Alacke and what lhall good old Yorke there fee. 

But c-mptie lodgings and viiftirmfht walks, 

Vnpeopled off ces,vntrodden ftones, 

And what hearc there for welcome but my gfones? 

Therefore commend me, let him not c6mc there. 

To Ice ke out forrow thrt dwels euery where* 

Pefolate,defolatewillIheriCe anddie: ' 

The laft leaue of thee takes my weeping eye. ' £xem>. 

* 

enter the Lord Marjbnll and the D'ukf ■MmrlL 
JMdr. My Lord Aumetle-is Harry Hefford armde? ' - 

Jum. Yea at al pointsjand longs to enter in, ^ 










King Richard the fee and. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolk® fprightfu Hy and bold. 
States but the fummonS ofthe appellants trumpet. 

Atcm. Why then the Champions arc prepard/and flay 
For nothing but his maiefties approach. 

The trumpets founded the King enters with bis nobles-.whets 
they are fet, enter the duke ofNorfolke in armes defendant. 

Km. ‘Marika 11 dernaund ofyonder Champion, 
Theeaufe of hisarriuall here in armes, 

Aske him his namc,and orderly proceedc , 

To fweare him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings fay who thou art,. 
And why thou commcft thus knightly clad in armes, 
Againft what man thou command what s-thy quarrel, 
Speake tiuely on thy knighthood, and thy oth. 

As fo defend thee hcauen and thy valour. 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray, D. of Norfblkc, 
Who hither come ingaged by my oath, 

(Which God defend a knight Ihould violate) 

Both to defend my loyalrie and truth 
ToGod,my king.and my fucccedingiflue,' 

Agamftthe Duke of Herford thatappealestnec. 

And by the grace of God.and this mine arme, 

T o prooue him in defending of my felfe, 

A traitour to ryy God, my king, and me, 

And as I truely fight defend me hcauen. 

The Trumpets found,enter Duke of Herford 
appellant in armour. 

King. Marlhall askc yonder knight in armes. 

Both who he is.and why hec commeth hither 
Thui plated in habiliments of warre, _ 

And formally according to our law, 

Depofc him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name,and wherfore cemft thou hither? 
before king Richard in his royall lifts, 

Againft whom comes thousand whats thy quarrell? 
bpcake like a true knighr/o defend thee heauene 
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T he T ragedie of 

Bui. Harry of Herford,Lancarter, and Darbie 

Am I, who rcadic here do ftand in Arrncs, 

Toprooueby Gods grace,and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 

That he is a traitour foulcand dangerous. 

To God of hcauen,KingRichard,and to me: 

And as I truely fight,dcfend me heaucn. 

Mar. On paine of death no perfoh be fb bold 
Or danng,hardie,as to touch the lifts, 

Except the Mattiall and fuch officers 
Appoyntcd to direft thefe faire dcfignes. 

’Bui. Lord Martiall, let me kiflTe my foueraignes hand. 
And bow my knee before his Maieftie, 

For Mowbray and my fclfe are like two men, 

That vow a long and wearie pilgrimage* 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue. 

And louingfarewell of our feuerall friends. 

Mar. The appellant in all dutie greetes yourhighncfle, 
And craues to kifle your hand and take his leaue. 

King. Wee will deiccnd and fold him in cur armcs, 
Coolin of Herford^as thy caufc is right, 

So be thy fortune in thisroyall fight: 

Farcwel my bloud, which ifto day thou (head. 

Lament we may, but not reuenge the dead. 

Bui. O let no noble eye prophane a teare , 

For me,ifl begorde with Mowbrayes fpeare: 

As confident as is the falcons flight 
Againft abirdydol with Mowbray fight. 

My louing Lord I take my leaue of you: 

Of you (my noble coofin) Lord Aumarlc, 

Not ficke although I haue to doo with death, ' 

But luflie,yong,andcheere!y drawing breath, 

Loe,as at Englifhfeafts fo I regreet 

The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweete. 

OH thou the earthly Authourof my bloud, 

Whofc youthfull fpiritin me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp. 

To reach at Vi&orie aboue my head. 

M ic 



King Richard the fecond. 

Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers, 

And with thy blefsings fteele my launces poynt. 

That it may enter Mowbraies waxen coate. 

And futbilh new the name of lohn aGaunt, 

Euen in the luftie hauiour of his fonne. 

Gaunt. Go J in thy good caufe make thee profperou* 

Be l wife like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caskc 
Of thy aduerfe pernicious encmie, 

Rowfe vp thy youthful bloud, be valiant and Hue. 

Bui. Mine innocence and Saint George to thriuc* 

Mow. How eucr God ot fortune caft my Iottc, 

There Hues or dies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyal,iuft,and vpright Gentleman: 

Ncuer did captiue with a freer heart 
Caft oflfhis chaines of bondage, and embrace, 

His golden vncontroled enfranchiferocnt. 

More then rny dauncing foule doth celebrate, 

This feaft of battle with mine aduerfarie, 

Moft mightie Leige.and ray companion Pceres# 

Take from my mouth the wilh ofhappie yeares* 

As gentle and as iocund as to ie ft 
Go I to fight,trueth hath a quiet breft. - 
King. Farewel (my Lordjfecurely I efpic, 

Vertue with valour couched m thine eye. 

Order the triall Martial l,and beginne. 

Mart. Harry of Herford,Lancafter,and Darby, 

Receiue thy launce»andGod defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong asa tower in hope I cry, Amen, 

Mart. Go beare this lanceto ThomasD. of Norfolke. 
Herald. Harry of HcrfordyLancafter and Darby 
Stands heere, for God, his foueraigne,and himfelfe, 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 
o pioouc the Duke of Norfolke Thomas Mowbray, 

A traitour to his God, his king, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

Herald. Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray D. of Nor folk, 
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On paine to be found falfc and recreant, 

Both to defend himfelfc, and to approue 
Henry of Hercford»Lancaftcr,and Darby, 

To God, his fbueraigne,ariclto him difloyal, 
Courageoufly, and with a free defirc. 

Attending but the fignall to beginne. 

Mart. Sound trumpets, and fet forth Combatants 
Stay, the king hath thrownehis warder downc. 

King. Let them lay by their helmets, and their fpeare*, 
And both returne backe to their chaires againe: 
Withdraw with vs, and let the trumpets lound. 

While weteturne thefe dukes what we decree. 

Draw neere and lift 
What with our counfel we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth Ihouldnotbcfoild 
With thatdeerebloud which it hath foftered: 

And for our eyes do hate the dire afpeft 
Ofciuil wounds plowd vpwith neighbours (word. 

And for we thinkc the Eagle-winged pride 
Offkie-afpiring and ambitious thouglits 
With riual-hatingenuyfeton you 
To wake our pc ace, which in our countries cradle 
Drawcs the fweete infant breath of gentle fleepe, 

W hich fo rouzde vp with boiftrous vntunde drumme 
With Iiarfli refounding trumpets dreadful bray, 

And grating fhock of wrathful yron armcs» 

Might from our quiet confines fright faire Peace, 

And make vs w r adc cuen in our kiareds bloud. 

Therfore we bam Hi you our territories: 

You coufin Hereford vpon paine of life , 

Til twice fiuefummers haue enricht our field . 

Shal not regreefe our faire dominions 
But tread the ftranger paths ofbanifhment. 

Bid. Your wil be. done; this muft my comfort be, 

T hat Sunne that warroes you here, fhal 1 flame on me. 
And thofe his golden beames vnto you here lent 
Shal point on me, and guild my banifhment. 

Kmg Norfolke, for thee remaines a heauier doom* 



Kino Richard the fecond. 

$ 

Which I with fomc vnwillingnes prcnounce. 

The flie flow houres iball not determinate 

The datclefle limite of thy deere exile, 

The hopelefle word of neuer to returne, 

Breathe I againfl thee, vpon pame of life. _ _ 

Morvb. A heauie fcntence, my rnoft foueraigne Liege, 
And all vnlodkt for from your Highneflc mouth. 
Adeerermerit, not fo deepe a maipie, f- 

As to be cafl forth in the common ayre 
Haue I deferued at your Highneflc hands: 

The language I haue learnt thefc forty yearev 
My natiiie Englifh now I muft forgo, ^ 

And now my tongues vfe is tome no more 
Than an vnftringcd viollor a harpe, 

Or like a cunning inftrument cafde vp. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony: 

Within my mouth you haueengaoid my tongue. 

Doubly portcullift with my teeth and lippes. 

And dull vnfeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my Gaoler to attend on me: 

I am too old to fa wne vpon a nurfe. 

Too farinyeercs to be a pupil now. 

What is thy fentence but fpeechleflc death? 

Which robbes my tongue from breathing natiue breath. 
King It boutes thee not to be compaffionate. 

After our fentence playning comeS too late, 

Mow. Then thus I turnc me from my countries lights 
To dwel in folcmne (hades of enidlcflc night. 

_ Kin i- Returne againe arid take an oth with thee. 

Lay on our royal fword your barjiflit hands, 

Sweare by the duty that y-’owe to God 
(Our part therein we banifh with your fclues,) 

To keepe the oath that we adminifter: -X 

You neuer fhal, fo helpe you truth and God, 
embrace each others loue in banifhment * 

Wor neuer looke vpon each others face,' 

Wor neuer wite^rtgrcctc, nor rtcohcile 

This 
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ThcT ragedifof 

This lowring tempeft of your home-bred hate, 
Norneuerfcy aduifed purpofe meete, 

T o plot, contriue, or complot any ill, 

Gainft v*, our ftate, our fubiects, or our land. 
2?#/.Ifwearc. | 

Mom. and I, to keepe al this. 

‘Bui. Noiffolke, fo fare as to mine enemy: 

By this time, had the King permitted vs. 

One ofour foules had wandred in thcayre, 

Banifht this fraile fepulchre ofour fiefh, 
Asncwourflefhis banifht from this land, 

Confcfle thy treafons ere thou flie the realtne. 

Since thou haft far fo go, beare not along 
The'clogging burthen of a guiltic foule. - \ ■ 

Mom. No Bullin2brooke,ifeuerIweretraitour, 

My name be blotted from the booke of life. 

And I fromheauen banifht a*from hence: 

But what thou art,God,thou ,and I, do know , 

And al too foone (I fcare) the king fhal rew: 

Farewel (my Leige) now no way can I ftray, 

Saue back to England al the world’s my way. 

King V ncle, cuen in the glafies of thine eyes, 

I fee thy grieuedheart : thy fad afpeft 
Hath from the number of his banifht yeeres 
Pluckt fourc away, fix frozen winters fpent, 

Returne with welcome home from banishment. 

Bull. How longa time lies in one little word, 

Foure lagging winters and foure wanton fprings, 

End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings. 

gaunt. I thanke my leige, that in regard of me, 

He fhortens fourc yeares of my fbnncs exile. 

But little vantage fhal I reape thereby: 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
Can change their moones, and bring their times about, 
My oile-dncdlampe, and time bewailed light 
Shal be extinft with age and endlcfle nights, 

Myiatch of taper wil l be burnt and done, u< ; fi 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my fostne. ! ^ 



King Richard thefecond. 

King Why Vncklc thou haft many yeeres ro liue. 
Gaunt. But not a minute (Kmg){that thou canft giue. 
Shorten my dayesthou canft with ful en forrow. 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow: 

Thou canft helpc time to furrow me with age. 

But ftoppe no wrmcklein his pilgrimage: 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomecannot buy my breath. 

King. Thy fonne is banilht with good aduife. 

Whereto thy tongue a party, verdiift gaue. 

Why at our iuftice feemftthou then to lowre? 

gaunt. Things fvveete to taftc, proue in digeftion fowre. 
You vrge me as a iudge, but I had rather, . 

You would haue bid me arguelike a father. 

Oh bad’t beenc a ftranger, not my child. 

To fmooth his fault I would haue beene more tnildet 
A partial flaunder ought I coavoyde. 

And in the fentence my own life deftroyde: 

Alas , I lookt when fomeofyou fhould fay# 

I wastoo ftruft to make mine owne away: 

Bur you gaue leaue to my vnwilling tongue, 

Asamft my will to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen fareweband Vnekle, bid him fo# 

Sixe yeres we baniih him and he fhal go. 

Au. Cofin farewel, what prefence muft not know# 

From where you do remaine, let paper fhew. 

Mar. Mv Lord, no leaue take I , for I will ride 
As far aslandvvil letme by your fide. 

Quunt. Oh to what purpofe doeft thouhoard thy words. 
That thou iretumeft no greeting to thy friends# 

Bull. I haue too few to take my leaue of you. 

When th£ tongues office fhould be prodigal! 

To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefe is but thy abfencc for a time. 
r l0 I^ fent >S-iefe is P rcfcnt fo ' that time. 

"What ! s winters? they are quickly sone* 

Gaunt r*? r" m i0y> M Ut & riefc naakcs onc hourc ten. 

^ m ' £ al1 « a trauaile that thou takft for pleafurc. 

c ‘ M 







TheTragedieof 

heart wil figh when I roifcal it fo. 

Which Andes it an info tied pilgrimage* 

G*uttt« The fallen paflage of thy wearie ftepj,' 
Efteeme a foy le whe rein thou art to fyt. 

The precious Icwelof thy homcteturne. 

Bui. Nay rather euery tedious ftridcl make. 

Will but remember me what a deale of world 
I wander from the Jewels thatlloue. 

Mufti not fetuc a long apprenttfhood ^ 

T o forren paflagci.and in the end , j 

Hauingmy freedome,boaft of nothing clfe. 

But that I was a iourneyman to grieFe? 

Count. A1 places that the eie of hcauen vifitj. 

Are to a wifeman portes and happy hauens: 

Teach thy ncccftitieto reafon thus, 

There.is no vertuelike ncccflitie, 

Thinke not theKing did banifh thee* j 

But thou the king. Woedoeth the heauierfit. 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne: 

Go, fay Ifent thee forth to purchafe honour* 

And not the King exilde thee; or fuppofe 
Dcuouring pcftilcnce hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to a frefher clime .* 

Looke what thy foulc holds deerc,imagine it 
To ly that way thou goeft, not whence thou comft: 
Suppofc the finging birds mufitions, 

The grafle whereon thou trcadft.the prefence flrowdc. 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy fteps, no more 
Then a delightful meafurc or a dance, 

Ibr gnarling forrow hath lefle power to bite 
The manthat mocks at it and lets it light. 

'Bui. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand. 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafu • ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appe tire. 

By bare imagination of a Feaft? 

Or wallow Baked in December fnow. 

By thinking on fantaftick fummcrs-hcat ? 

Oh no* the apprehenflon of the good 
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King Richard thefemel. 



Gives but the greater feeling to the worfc: 

Fell fortowes tooth doth neuer ranckle more. 

Then when it bites, but launched not the fore. 

C(am . Come come my fonnejle bring thee on thy way. 
Had I thy vouth and caufe, 1 would not ftay. 

Bui. Then Englands ground farewel, fwcete foilc adicw 
My mother and my nude that bearcs me yet. 

Where ere I wander boaftofthislean, 

T».«i.«rh banilht. vet a true borne Englishman. Exeunt* 



Enter the Kingwith Bujbie,&cat ene dore,«ndtkt 
Lord Aumarle ot the ether. 

King W« did obferue. Coofin Aumarle, 

How tar brought you high Hereford on his way? 

Aum 1 brought high Hcrford,ifyou cal him fo. 

But to the next high way,and there I left him. 

King And fay, what ftore ofparting teares were filed? 

Aum Faith none for me, except the Northcaft windf. 
Which then blcwbitterly againft our faces, 
Awaktthcfleeping thewroc,and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

King What faid your coufin when you parted withhim? 

Aum Farewel, & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophanc the word that taught me craft. 

To counterfaite opprefsion of fuch griefe. 

That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue : 

Mary would the word Farewell hauelengthned hourcs. 
And added yeeres to his ftiort bamfiiment. 

He fhould haue had a volume offarewels: 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

King He is our Coofcns Cofin, but tis doubt* 

When time lhall call him home from baniflunent. 

Whether our kinfman comes to fee his friends. J L 

OutfclfcandBufliie, 

Obferucd his couitfaip to the common people, [ 

now he did feeme to dine into their hearts, 

With humble and famdicr coartefie, 

With reucreacc hc&d throwaway on flaues, 

C 2 Woo** 





T he Tragtnic of 

Wooing poore craftfmen with the craft of fmile?. 

And patient vnderbearing of his fortune, > 

As twcrc to banifh their affefts with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyfter wench, 

A brace ofdraymen bid God fpeede him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee. 

With thanks my countrey roen,my louing friends. 

As were our England in rcuerfion his. 

And hce our fubietts next degree in hope. 

Qreene. Wei, he is gone, and with him go thefe thoughts 

Now for the rebels which ftand out in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muft be made my liege, 

Erefurther leyfureyecld them further meanei ? 

For their aduantage,and your highneffc lofle. 

King. We will our fclfe in perfon to this war, 

A nd for our coffers with too gre at a court 
And liberall larges arc growne fomewhat lighr. 

Wee arc inforft to farmc our royall Realme, 

The reuenew whereof {hall fur nidi vs. 

For our affaires in hand if that tome fhort, 
Ourfubftitutesat home /hall haue blanke charters. 
Whereto when they {hall know what men are rich. 
They {hall fubferibe them for large fumines of gold, 

And fend them after to fupply our wants, 

For vye wil make for Ireland prcfently.’ 

Enter 'Bujbie with newts. 

Old Iohn of Gaunt js gneuous fickc my Lord, 
Sodainely taken,and hathfent pofthafte. 

To intreateyour Maiefticto vifithim. 

King. Where lies hej 

Bufb. AtElyhoufe. V 

King. Now put it (God) into the Phifitions mind, 

To helpe him to his graue lmmcdiatly? 

The lining of his coffers fhall make coates 
TodcckcourSouldioursfor thefe Irifh wars; 

Come Gentlemcn,lets all go vifit h i m, 

Pray God we may make hafte and come too late, 

Amen, Exeunt s 
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King Richard the feccnd. 



Enter Iohn of gaunt fickc, with the Duke of Yorke, &c. 
gaunt. Wil the king come that I may breathe my hit. 
In hollomc counfel to his vnftaied youth? 

Yorke. Vex not your felf, nor ftriue not with your breath. 
For al invainc comes counfel to his eare. 

gaunt. On but they (ay, the tongues of dying men, 
Intorcc attention like deepe harmonic.* 

Where words are (carce,they arc feldotne fpentin vaine. 
For they breathe truth that breathe their words m pame: 
Hcthatno moremuft fay, is liftenedmore 
.Than they whomyouth and eafe haue taught to glofe. 
More are mens ends markt then their hues before: 

The fettingSunne,andMufike atthc glofe. 

As the la ft tafte of fwcetes is fweeteft laft, 

W nt, in remembrance more then things long pad. 
Though Richard my lities counfel would not hearc. 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafe his eare. 

Yorke. Noiitisftoptwithotherflattering founds, \ 
As praifes of whofe ftate the wife are found 
Lafciuious Meeters,to whofe venom found 
The open eare of youth doth alwaies liften, 

Rtport of fafhions in proude Italic, 

Whole manners ftil our tardie apifli nation 
Limps after in bafe immitation: 



So it be new there’s no refpeff how vile. 

That is not quickly buzd intohis cares? 

Then a! tooiate comes Counfefto bee heard, 

Where wil doth mutinie with wits regard: 

Direft not him whofe way himfelfe wilchoofe, 

Tis breath thou lackft.and that breath wilt thouloofc. 
Gaunt. Me thinks lama prophet new iafpirdc. 

And thus expiring do foretcl of him, 

rli s ralh fierce blaze ofriot cannot laft: 
or violent fires foonc burne out themfelues, 
ma oiireslaft long,but fbdaine ftormes are fliort: ’ 
nc tires betimes that fpurs too faft betimes. 











TbcTrdjredieef 

With eager feeding fottde doth choke the feeder* 
Light vamtie,infatiate cormorant, 

Confuming rpeaneifoone prayes vpon it felfe: 

T hit royal 1 throne ofKings, this Sceptred lie, * 

Thiscarth ofMaieftie,thisfeateofMars, 

This other Eden,dciny Paradice, * 

This fortreflc built by Nature for her fclfe, 

Againft infcftion and the hand of War* * 

This happie-brecdeofmcn,this little world, 

This precious ftone fctte in the filuer fea>. 

Which femes it in the office ofa wall, ♦ 

Or as moate defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuieoflcflTe happier lands. 

This bleiled plott'e,this earth,this Realme,this England* 
This nurfe>this teeming wombe of royall kings* 

Feard by their breeze, and famous by tbeir birth. 
Renowned in therdeedesas far from home. 

For chriftian fcruice and true chiualjie. 

As isthefepulchreinftubburnelewiy, * 

Of the worlds ranfome,blefIcd Maries fonne: 

This land offuch deere foulcs.this deare dcare land* 
Ocare for her reputation through the world, 

3$ now lcafde out, I die pronouncing it. 

Like toa tenement or pelting Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant lea, 

Whofe reckie fhoarebeates backe the enuious fiege 
Of vvatry Neptune, is now bound in with fharne. 

With inkie blottes, and rotten parchment bonds. 
That England that was wont to conquere others, 
Hath made a fhamcfull conqueft of at fclfe: 

Ah would thelcandall vaniib with my life, 

How happie then were my enfuing death? 

Torbe The King is come, deale mildly with his youth, 
For yong hot colts being ragde,do rage the more. 



Enter tht Kvtgemd <$uetue,&c. 

J£uet*< How fares our noble vndc Lancaflci? 
King. What comfort manihow ift with aged GaP® 
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King Rkbardtht fepond. 

Gaunt O how that name befits nqrcompofition. 
C5ld Gaunt indeedc,and gaunt in being old. 

Within meGriefe hath kept a tedious faft. 

And who abftaines frommeate that is not gaunt? 

For flceping England long time haue I watcht. 
Watching breedeslcannefle.leannefle is all gaunt: 
The pleafureth at fomc fathers feede vpon. 

Is my ftriift faft.jUmeane my childrens looker. 

And therein faffing haft thou made me gaunt.* 
Gauhtam ffor the graue, gaunt as a.graue, 

Whofe hollow wembe inherites naught but boner. 

King. Can fick men play fo nicely with their names* 

Gaunt No miferie makes fporc to mockc it felfe* 
Siucc thou doft feeke to kill my name in me, 

O mockc my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

King Should dying men flatter thofethac hue? 

Gaunt No,no,men liuing flatter thofe that die. 

King Thou now a dying fayft thou flattereft me. 

Cjarnt Oh no>thou dieft though I the Acker bee. 

King lam mhealth,Ibreathc,Ifce thee ill. 

Gaunt Now he that made me knowes 1 fee thee ilb 
111 in my felfe to fee,and in thee, feeing il]. 

Thy death-bed is nolefTer then the land, 

W herein rhou lieft in reputation ficke. 

And thou too carekflc pacient as thou art, 

Gommitft thy annoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phifitionsthat firft wounded thee, 

A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whofe cempafleisno bigger then thy head* 

And yet inraged m fo finall a verge. 

The wafte is no whit lefler then thy land: 

Oh had thy Grandfirc with a Prophets eye. 

Scene how his Tonnes fonne fliould deftroy his fonnes, 
from forth thy reach he would haue layde thy lfiamc * 
Depofingthec before thou wert pofleft, 

Wnicharr pofTeft now to depofe thy felfe: 

Wby Coofin wert thou regent ofthe world* 

^ were iihiimc tolet tHi< tanrl kv !#> ,r*.« 






The Tragedies? 

Butforthy woild enioying but this land. 

Is it not more than frame to fliauie it k> ? 

Landlord of England art thou now not, not Kin?, 
Thy ftatc of law is bondflauc to the law 
And thou. 

King. A lunatick leane-witted foole , 

Prefuming on an agues pri pledge, 

Dareft with fry frozen admonition 
Make pale our checke, dialing the royal bloud 
With furic from his natiuc refidence. 

Now by my feates right royal maieftie 
Wert thou not brother to great Edwards lonoe, 

This tongue that runnes fo roundly in thy head, 
Should runne thy head from fry vnreuerent, froulder*. 

Gaunt Oh fparc me not my brother Edwards fonne, 
For thatl was his fattier Edwards fonne* 

That bloud already like the Pellican, 

Half thou tapt and drunkcnly carowrt* 

My brother Glocefter,plaine well meaning foule 
Whom faire befal in heaiicn mongrt happy foules. 
May be a prefident and vvitnes good : 

That thou refpedrtnotfpilling Edwards blouds 
Ioine with the prefent fickncs that I haue. 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age , 

To crop at once a too long withered flower, 

Liue in thy frame* butdienotfhame with thee, 
Thefe words' hereafer thy tormentors be, 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they to liue that louc and honour haue. 



& 



King And Ietthem die that age and fullenshauc 
For bothhaft thou,and both become thee graue. 

Torke I doc befeech your Maicfly, impute his words 
T o waiward licklines and a°;e in him. 

He loues you on my life, and holdes you deerc 
As Hariy Duke of Hereford were he here. ' 

King Right, you fay true, as Hereford* loue»fo hiti 
As theirs, lo iruue^u.a be as it is. 



King Richard the fecond. - 

' North. My liege, old Gaunt commendj him to your Ma- 
King Whatfayeshe? (icftic 

North. Nay nothing,al is laid: 

His tongue is now a ftringleflc inftrument, 

Words, life ,and al, old Lancafter fiafr fpent. 

Torke Be Yorke the next that mull be bankrout fo. 
Though deathbe poorc, it ends a mortal wo. 

King The rtpert fruit firft fals,and fo doth he. 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage liiuft be; 

So much for that. Now for our Info wars: 

We muff fupplant thofc rough rughcaded kerne. 

Which liuelikc venomc, where no venome elfe. 

But onely they haue priuiledge to liue. 

And for thefe great affaires do afkc fome charge* 

Towards our afliftancc wedoefeazetovs. 

The plate. coyne, reuenewes, and mou?abler 
Whereof our Vnckle Gauntdidftand ported. 

Torke How long frail I be patient? ah how long 
rShal tender duetie make me fuffer wrong? 

Not Glocefters death, nor Herefords bamfoment. 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate' wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullmgbrooke, 

About his mariage, nor my ownedWgrace, 

Haue cuer made me fower my patient checke. 

Or bende one wrinckle on my foucraignci face: 
lam the laft of the noble Edwards fonnes. 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft. 

In warrewas ncuerLyoaragdc more fierce. 

In peace was ncucr gentle lambe moremilde 
I hen was that yongand princely Gentleman ; 

His face thou hart, for eucn fo lookt he. 

Accomp lift* with a num&cr of thv homes- 
But when he frowneddt was againft the french. 

nd not againft his friends : his noble hand 
tS *!'?. * K d ‘ dl ? em, ’“ d fpent i no. chat 
Hi ih. nd«‘“ mp h - n ' t “!? e, ‘>“ ,d lad wooik: 
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But him, J WCrC , g ? lltlc ®fnokinred bloud, 
ut bioudy with the enemies of his kinne. 
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TheT rage die of 

Oh Richard : Yorke is too far gone with griefc. 

Or elfc he neuer would compare betweene. 

King Why Vr.ckle whats the matter? 

Torke Oh my leige, pardon me if you pleafe, 

If not I plcafd not to be pardoned, am content withal } 
Secke you to fcaze and gripe into your hands 
The roialties andrightes of banifht Hereford: 

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Herford hue? 

Wasjiiot Gaunt lull? and is not Harry true? 

JDid not the one deferue to haue an heyre? 
Isnothisheireawel deferuing fonne? 

T akc Herefords rights away, and take from time 
His charters and his coftomarie rights ; 

Let not to morrow then enfuc to daie: 

Be not thy felfc, Fordtow art thou a King 
Butbyfairelequcnceandfuccefsion? v 
Now afore God ,God forbid 1 fay true, > 

If you do wrongfully feaze Herfords right. 

Cal in the letters patterns that he hath 
By his atournies general to foe 
Hisliucry, and deny his offered homage, 

Youpluck a thoufand dangers ouyourhead. 

You lofe a thoufand well difpofed hearts. 

And prick my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honour and ale agearce cannotthinke. 

King Thinke what you wil,we ceaze into our hands 
His plate, his.goods, his mony and his lands. 

Torfe He not be by the while, my liege farewc!. 

What wil mfue hereof thers none can tel: 

Butby bad courfesmay be vhderftood 

That their euents can neuer fall out good, W 

King GoBufhicto the Earle of WiltfKtreftraiglit, 

Bid him repairs to vs to Eli houfe. 

To fee thisbufines: to morrow next 
We wil for Ireland.and tis time I trow. 

And we create in abfence ofour felfc. 

Our Vnckle Yorke Lordgouernour of England} 

?or he is iuft and alwayes loued vs well s 



King Richard the fecorti. 

Come on our Quecne, to morrow mull wee part. 

Be merry, for our time of ftay is fliort. 

Exeunt King and flueene : Manet North. 
^ North. Well Lords, the Duke ofLancafter is dead. 

Rojfe And liuingtoo for now his fonne is Duke. 

TV ill. Barely in title not in reucnewci. 

North. Richly in both ifiuftice had her right. 

Rojfe My heart is great.but it mult break w ith filcnce, 

Ert be difburdened with a liberal tongue. 

North. Nay fpeak thy raind,& let him nere fpcake more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to do thee harme, (ford* 
Will. T ends that thou weuldft fpeak t o die D. ofHcr*- 
If it be fbiout with it boldly man, 

Quicke is mine eare to hcare of good towards him. 

Rojfe No good at all that I can doe for him. 

Vrilcfle you call it good to pittie him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now afore God tis fliame fuch wrongs are borne. 
In him a royall Prince,and many mo 
Of noble bloud in this declining land. 

The king is not himfelfe, but bafely led 

By flatterers, and what they will informe, , 

Mcerelv in hate againft any of vs all. 

That will the King feuerely profecutc, 

Againft v5,oucJiucs,ourchi!dren,and our heirer. 

Rojfe The commons hath hee pild with grieupus taxes, 
And quite loft their hearts, The nobles hath he find 
For auno ent quarrels,and quite loft their hearts. 

W dio. And daily new exa&ions aredeuifde. 

As blankes,beneuo!cnces,and I wot not what. 

But what a Gods name doth become of this? 

}Vt f 9 - Wars hath nor wafted it,forwarrdc he bath nor, 
cut bafely yeeldcd vpon couspromifc. 

That which his noble aunceftorsatchiude with bio we& 
he (pent in peace then they in wars. 

J, hc 5f rle of Wiltflaire hath the Realme in farme. 

m. The King grownebankerout like a broken man. 

£> 2 North, 






The Tr Age He of 

North. Reproach and diflolution hangeth otter him 
Rojfe He hath not money for thefe Irifh wars, * 
His burrhenous taxations notwithftanding, 

But by the robbing of the banifht Duke. 

North. His noble kinfman mod degenerate King: 
But Lords, we hcare this fearefol tempeft fing, 

Yet feeke no lhelter to auoyd the ftorme. 

Wee fee the winde fitte fore vpon our failes. 

And yet wee ftrike not, but fecurely per jfh. 

%ofe We fee the verie wrackc that we muft fuffer, 
Andvnauoyded is the danger now, 

For differing fo the caufes of our wrackc* 

North, Notfo,cuen through the hollow eyes of death, 
1 efpie life peering, butl dare not fay. 

How nearethe tydtngsof our comfort is. 

JVil. Nay let vs fhare thy thoughts as thou doft ours, 
T^ojfe Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 
Wee three are but thy fclfe,and fpeaking fo. 

Thy wordsare but as thoughts,therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus,I haue from le Port Blan 
A Bay in Britt anie rccciudein telligence, 

That Harry duke ofHeiford.Rainold L.Cobhatn, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His brother Archbifhop late ofCanterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, fir IolinRamfton, 

Sir Iohn Ni rbery.fir Robert Waterton,& Francis Coines, 
All thefe <d£&L!.furmlhed by the Duke ofBnttaine 
With eight tall fhippes, three thoufand men of war. 
Are making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly tneane to touch our Northernc /her?. 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay 
Thefirft departing ofthcKmg for Ireland, 

If then wee /hall lhake off our countries flautih yoke, 
Itnpe out our drow ping countries broken wing. 

Rede erne from broking Pawne the blemilht Crownc, 
Wipe off the duff that hides our feepters guilt, 

And make high Maicftie looke like it, felfe. 

Away with me in poll to Rauenfpurgh: - 
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But ifyou faint, as fearing to doe fo, 

Srav.and be fecret,and my felfe will go. 

Rojfe ; To horfe, to horfe, vrge doubts to them that fcare. 
Wtllo. Hold out my horfe, and I will fit ft be there. - 

Exeunt. 

Enter the gucene, Bufhic,md Httgct. 

Bug). Ma lam,your rnaieftie is too much fadde. 

You promift when you parted with the king, 

To lay afide life harming heauineffc, 

And entertaine a cheerefull difpoficion. 
gueene. TopleafetheKingl did, to pleafemy felfe 
I cannot d«o it, yet I know no caufe 
Why I Qiould welcome fuch a gueft as Griefe, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fweete a gueft, 

As my fweete Richard : yet againc mje thinkes 
Some vnborne forrow ripe in Fortunes wombe. 

Is comming towards mcand my inwardfoule » 

With nothing tremblcs,at fome thing it grieues, 1 
More then with parting from my Lord theKing* 

'Bujh. Each fubfiance of a griefe hath twentie fhadowes. 
Which fhewes like griefe i t felfe,but is not lo: 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares, 
Diuide^%ic thing entire to many obietts 
Like peri’peft iues, which rightly gazde vpon, 

Shew nothing but confufion,eyde awry, 

Diftinguifh forme: foyour fweete maicftie. 

Looking awty vpon your Lords departure. 

Find fliapes of griefe more then himfelfe to waile. 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but fhadovres 

| Of What if is not, then thrice(gracious Queenc) 

^ 0t ' then your Iqp s departure weep not, more is not fees 
Orir it be,tis with talfefbrrowcs eyes, • 

Which for things true,weepcs things imaginaric. 

gueene. It may be fo,but yet my inward foulc 
■t'erlwades me it is otherwife : how ere it be, 

J cannot but be fad •• fo heauie fad, 

As though on thinking on no thought I thirtke, 
wakes me with heauie nothing faint and fhrinkc. 
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Bujhie T is nothing but concei t (my gracious Ladic.) 
Jgueene. Tis nothing leffc, conceit is i till denude 
From fomc forefather Griefe, mine is not fb, 

For nothing hath begot nay fomething griefe. 

Or fomething hath the nothing that 1 grieuc, 

Tis in rcuerfion that I do pofleffe. 

But what it is, that is not yet kaowne, what 
I cannot name, tis namelcfle woe I wot. 

(jreene God fauc your roaieftie.and wcl met Gentlemen 
1 hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. 

gueene Why hopeft thou fo?Cis better hope he is. 

For his defignes craue haft e,his haftc good hope: 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fhipt? 

Greene That he our hope might haue retirdc his power, 
And driuen into defpairc an enemies hope, 

Who ftrongly hath fette footing in this land. 

The banifht duliingbrooke repcalcs himfclfc. 

And with vplifted armes is fife ariude at Raucnfpurgfi. 
£hteene. Now God in hcaiten forbid* 

Cjreene Ah Madam tis too true,and that is worfc; 

The Lord Northumberland, his yong fonne H.Pcrcic, 
TheLordsofRofle,Bcaumond,and Willoughby; 

VVith all their powcrfull friends are fled to him, j 
fBufhie V Vhy haue you not proclaimd Northumberland 
And the reft of the reuolted faftion,traitours? 

Greene VVehaue,whcreuponthc carle of Worccfter 
Hath broke his ftaffe,refignd his Stcwardfhip, ^ 

And al the houfhold feruats fled with him to Bullingbrook 
Jgueene So Grecne,thou art the midwife ofmy woe. 
And Bullingbrooke,my forrowes difmall heire, 

Now hath my fbule brought forth her grodigie. 

And la gafping new deliuerd mother, 

Haue woe to woe, forrow to forrow ioynd. 

Bujhie Difpaire not Madam. 

Qtteene Who fhall hinder me? 

1 will difpaire and be atenmity, 

Withcoufcning Hope,he is a flatterer, 
Aparafitc,akeepcr backc of death, 
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Who gently would aiffolue the bands of life, 

VVhich falfe Hopelingers in extremitie. 

Greene Here comes the Duke of Yorke, 

Queene. Withfignes of war about his aged necke, 
Ohtullofcareful bufineffe are hislookes, 

Vncle for Gods fake fbeakc comfortable words. 

Torke Should I do fo,l ihould bely my thoughts. 
Comfort’s in heaucn.and wee are on the earth, 

Where nothing liues but crofles, care, and griefe. 

Your husband he is gone to faue far off, 

VVhilft others come to make him 1 loofeathome. 

Here am I left to vnderprop his land, 

Whoweakc with age cannot fupport myfelfc. 

Now comes the ficke houre that his furfet made. 

Now fhall hce trie his friends that flattefd him. 
Sertiingman My Lord.your fonne was gone before I came. 
Torke He was, why fo go all which way it will: 

The nobles they are fled.thc commons they are cold. 
And will(I feare)reuolt on Herefords fide. 

Sirra.get thee toPlafhic to my lifter Gloccfter, 

Bid her fend mee prefcntly athoufandpound. 

Hold take my ring. 

Seruingman. My Lord, I had forgot to tel your Lord (hip, 
To day I came by and called there. 

But I fhall grieue you to report the reft. 

Torkf Whatiftknaue. ? 

Seruingman An houre before I came the Duchefte died? 
Torke God for his tifercic! what a tide of woes 
Comes ru/hing on this wofull land at once? 

Iknownot what to do : I would to God 
(So my vntruth had not prouok^ him to it) 

The King had cutte off my head with my brothers. 

W hat are there two pofts difpatcht for Ireland? 

How fhall we do for money for thefe wars? 

Come lifter, coofin I would fay.pray pardon true* 

Go fellow get thee homc,prouide fomc Carts, 

And bringaway the armour that is there* 

Gentlemen, will you go rauftermen? 
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If I know how or which way to order theft affaires 
Thus difordcrly thruft into my hands, 

Neucrbelecue rue : both are my kinfmen, 

T one fs my foucraigne,whom both my oath I; 

Anddutie bidsdefcnd,tother againc 

Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wiongd, ' it 
Whom conftience and my kindred bids to right. 
Webfomewhat wee muft doo : come Coofin 
He difpofc ofyeu: Gcntlemcn,go mufter vp your men. 
And meetc me prcfently at,Barkiy: 

J fhould to Plalhic too,but time will not permit: 
Allisvneucn,and eueric thing islcftatfixeandfeauen. 

‘ *. Exeunt Duke J%u man.BuJh.Greett, 

Eujb. The wind fits faire for nc wes to go for Ireland, 

But none returnes. For vs toleuic power 
Proportionable to the encmieis all vnpofiiblc. 

(jreene Befides our neerenefle to the King in loue, 
Jsnearc the hate of thofc louc not the King. 

Tag. And that is the waucring commons, fort heir kt 
Lies in their purfes,and who fo empties them. 

By fo much filles their hearts with deadly hate. 

Tujh. Wherein the King Hands generally condcitind. 
Bag. Ifiudgemcnthcinthcm,thenfodo wee, > 
Becauftvve euet hauebeencnecrc thcKing. 

Greene Well I will for refuge ftraight to Brift.Cafth, 
The Earle of Wiltfhirc is already there. 

Bufli. Thither will I with you,for little office 
Will the hatcfull commons performe for vs. 

Except like curs to tcarc vs all in pieces* 

Wi! you go along with vs? | 

Bag. No, I wil to Ireland to his Maieftic: 

Farevs el if hearts prefages bce'not vame. 

We three here part that nerefhal roccte againe. 

Bnfh. Thats as Yorke thriucs to beat back Bulliflgbroeh 
Gree. Alas poore Duke,the taskc he vndertakesj' 

Is numbring finds, and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will Hie, 
Farewell at once, for oncc,faral»andeuer. 
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*Bu]bie Well, we maytpccte againc. 

‘Bajr. Ifcatemeneuer. 

Enter HerefordyNorthtupberlamL 

BuB. How far is it my Lord to Barckly how? 

North. Belecuc mee noblcLord, 
lama ftraunger in Glocefterfhirc, 

Thefc high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes 
Drawcs outour miles, and makes them wean fome, 

And yet your faire difeourfe hath beenc as fugar, 

Making the hard way fwccte and delegable, 

But I bethinke me what a weary way. 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotfhall wil be found. 

In RofTc and Willoughby wanting your compame, 

Which I proteft hath vcric much beguild 
The tedioufnefle and proceflcofmy trauaile: 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to haue 
The prefent benefit that I poflefle, 

And hope to ioy is little lcfTe in ioy, 

Then hope inioyed: by this the weary Lords 

Shall make their way feeme fhort> as mine hath done. 

By fight ofwhat I Haue, your noble companic. 

TuJt. Ofmuch lefle value is my companie. 

Then your good words.But who comes here? 

Enter Harry Per Jj. 

North. It is my fonne yong Harry l J crfy, 

Sent from my Brother Worceflcr whenccfbeucr. 

Harry how fares your Vncklc? (of you, 

HSPer. I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 
North. Why is he not with the Queenc? 

H.Per. No my goodLord,he hath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his ftaffr ofoffice,and difperft 
The houfhold ofthe King. 

North. What was his realbn? he wasnot fo refolude 
When laft wc fpake togither. 

H.Per. Becaufeyour Lord fhip was proclaimed traitour. 
But he my Lord is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offer ftruicc to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent me oucr by Barckly to difeouer, 

E What 
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What power the Duke ©f Y orke had 1 euied there, 

T hen with directions to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hcrefords boy? 
H.?er. No my good Lo: tor that is not forgot, 

Which nere I did remember, to my knowledge 
1 neuer in my life did looke on him. 

North. Then learnc ro know him now,this is the Duke. 
ti.'Per. My gracious Lo: I tender you my feruicc* 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 

Which elder daies (h.il i ipen and confirme 



To more approuedleruicc and defert. 
I tnanke thee gentle Perfy, ; 



Bull. 



- - n j , and be fure, 

I count my ftlfe in nothing elfe Co happy. 

As in a foulc remembring my good friends. 

And as my fortune ripens with thy louc, 

It lhalbe fill thy true loues recompencc. 

My heart this coucnant makes. my hand thus (calcs it, 
North. How far is it to Barkly, and vvhat flur 
Keepes good old Yorke there with his men of war? 

H.Per. There {lands the Caftlc by yon tuft of trees, 
Mand with 300. men as 1 haue heard, 

And in it arc the Lords of Yorke,Barkly and Scymor, 
None clfe of name and noble eflimate. 

Nort. Here come the Lords of Rode and V V 1 llpughby, 
Bloudy with {purring, fiery red with haftc. 1 

Bull. W clcome my Lords}! wot your louc purfues, 

A banifht traitour : al my tresfury 
Is yet but vnfelt thanks, which more inricht, 

Shalbe your louc and labours rrcompence. 

Jfojje Your prefence makes vsrich,rooft noble Lord 
WU. And far furniounts our labour to attaintif* 

Bui. Euermore tbanke’s the exchequer of the poor®, 
Which till nay infantfortune comes to yearcs. 

Stands for my bounty: but who comes here? 

North. Itismy Lordof Barkly asIgucfie: 

Burklj My Lord of Hereford my mefiage is to yo«- 
Bnl. MyLord,my anfwere is toLancafler, 

And I «m come to kck^ that name in England, ^ 



Kin* Richard the fecond. 

And I mud finde that title in your tongue. 

Before I make reply to aught you fay. 

“Bar. Mifhike me not my Lord, tis not my meaning, 

To race one titFe of your houour out: . . 

To you my Lo. I come, what Lo: you will. 

From the moil ghorious of this land 

The Duke of Yorke : to know what prickes you on, 

To take aduantage of the abfent ti me. 

And fright our natiue peace withfelfebornearroes? 

Bui. 1 (hal not need tranfpott my words by you. 

Here comes his grace in perfon: my noble Vnckle. 

Yorks Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy kne£» 
Whole due tic is dccciucable and faUe. 

"Bull. My gracious Vnckle. 

Tor. Tut tut, grace me no grace, nor vnckle me no vnckle^ 

I am no traitors Vnckle, and that word Grace 
In an vngratious mouth is but prophane: 

Why hauc thofc banifht and forbidden legs. - : r 

Darde once to touch a duft of Englands ground? 

But more than why? why haue they darde to march 
So many miles vpon her peacefull bofbrac, 

Friting her pale fact vklladges with war, 

. And oflentation ofdcfpifcd armes? 

Com li tho u becaulc the annointed king is hence? 

Why foolifh boy the King is left behinde. 

And in my loial bofome lies his power, 

Were I but now Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when brauc Gaunt thy father and my fclfe, 

Rcfcucd the blacke prince that young Mars of men. 

From forth the ranckesofmany thoufands French. 

O then Flow quickly (bouid this armc of mine 
Now prifoncr to the Palfie chaftifc thee* 

A ndminiftcr correction to thy faultl 
BulL My gratious Vnckle let me know my faulty 
On what condition {lands it,and wherein? 

Yorke Euen in condition of the word degree. 

In grofle rebellion and detefted treafbn. 

Thou ait a banifht man and here ..art come 9 
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Before the expiration of thy titae, 

In brauing armes againft my foueraigne, 

Bui. As i was bamfhr,I was banifht Hereford, 

But as I come, I come for Lancafter, 

And noble Vnckle, I befeech your Grace, 

Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye; 

You are my fathcr,for me thinks in you 
Ifee old Gaunt aliuc.Oh then father, 

Wil you permit thatl fhal ftarid condemnd 
A wandering vagabond.my rights and*royaltie* 

Piuckt from my armes perforce, and giuenaway 
To vpflart vnthiift.s?whereforc was I borne? 

If that my Coo fin King be King of England, 

It muff begraunted I am Duke of Lancaff A; 

You haue a fonne,Aumerle>ttiy noble Coofin,' 

Had you firft diechand he beenethus trod downe. 

He fhould haue found his vnckle Gaunt a father. 

To rovvze his wrongs, and chafe them to the Bay. 

I am denied to fuc my I iucrie here, 

And yet my letters pattents giue me leaue. 

My fathers goods are all difb amd and fold. 

And thcfe,anda!,arcal amiflecmploycd. 

What would you haue me do?! am afubieft. 

And I challenge law,Alturnies are denied me. 

And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 
1 o my inheritance offreedefeent. ’ ' , 

North. T he noble duke ha'h bccne too much abufed. 
Roffe It (lands yourgrace vpon to doo him right. 
tVtllo. Bafe meni by his endowments are made great. 

Tor he Aly Loidsof England,letmetel! you thr&r 
,1 haue had feeling of my Coofins wrongs. 

And labored al 1 could to do him right. 

But in this kind,to come i- brauing armes 
Be his ownc carucr,and cutte out hji way, 

T o find out right with wrong, it may not be; 
Andyouthatdoabcttehim in chi; kind, 

Cherifh rcbcllion,and are rebels al. 

North. i r he noble Du/ce hath fwornc,his coimning it 
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But for b« owne,and for the right of that 

ftrongly fwoine togiae hltnaydc; 

And let him neuer fee ioy that breakes that oath. 

Torke Wei, wel,I fee the lffue of th efe armes, 

1 cannot mend it 1 mud needes confeile, 

Becauferoy power is we«k*,andal ill left; 

But if I could, by him that gaue roe life, 

I would attach you al, and make you ftoope 
Vnto the foueraigne mercy of the King; 

But fince I cannot, be it knowne to you, 

Ido lemaine as'hewter.fofareyou well, 

Vnlcfle you plcafc to enter in the Caitle> 

And there repofc you for this night. i , 

ShI An offer vnckle that we wil accept. 

But wee muftwinne your Grace to go with vs 

ToBriftow Caftle, which they fay is held 
By Bufhic,Bagot,and their complices. 

The caterpillars of the common- wealth. 

Which I haue fworne to weedc and plucke away, 

Torke It may be I will go with you,butyct He pawfo. 
For I am loathito breake our Countries lawes, 
Norfricnds,nor foes, to me welcome you are. 

Things part rcdrcflc,are now with me paft care. Exeunt. 

Enter Earle of Salisbury, and a Welch Copt ante. 

Welch. My Lord of Salisburie we haue ftaied ten daics. 
And hardly kept our countreymen togither, , 

And yet we heare no tydings from the King; 1 ' 

Therefore wee wil difperfe our fclues,farewell. 

Saltf. Stay yet another day thou traffic Welchman, 

The King repofeth al his confidence in thee, 

Welch . Tis thought the king is dead, we will not flay. 
The bay trees in our counttey all are withered ; 

And Meteors fright the fixed ftars of heauen. 

The pale, faedemoone lookes bloudie on thef earth. 

And lcane-lookt prophets whifper fearefulchangc. 

Rich men looke faddc.and ruffians daunce and l^pe. 

The one in fcare to loofc what they enioy. 





150 160 



lllllllll 







270 





290 300 





> TbeT ra/ed'te of 

The other to enioy by rage and war. 

Thefefigncs forerunne the death af Kings, 

Farcwcl.our countrymen are "one and fled. 

As wcl allured Richard theyr King is dead. 

Salt/. Ah Richard! with eyes of heauic mind, 

1 ice thy glory like a (hooting ftar, 

Fall to the bale earth from the firmament. 

Thy (unne fets weeping in the lowly weft, 

Witnefiin" Rotates to come,woe,and vnreft. 

Thy friendes are fled to waite vpon thy foes. 

And crofly to thy good al fortune goes. 

Enter Duke of Hereford, Torke, North umber Ian/ 
'Bufhie and G reene prifenert. 

'Bull. Bring forth thefe men. 

Bufhic and Greene I will not vexc your (oules: 

Since prefcntfy your foules mufl part your body cs. 

With too much vrging your pernitious liucr, 

Eor twerc no charity; yet to walh your bloudj 
From off my hands; here in the view of men 
I willvnfold (bmc caufcsof your death; 

You haue milled a Prince,aroyall King, 

A happie Gentleman in bloudand lineaments. 

By you vnhappied and difligured clcane. 

You haue in manner wi th your finful houres. 

Made a diuorce betwixt his Quccnc and him, 

Broke the poflefsion ofaroyall bed, 

And flainde the bcautie of a faire Queencs checkes 
With teares drawne from her eies with your foulc wrongh 
My fclfe a Prince by fortune of my birth, 

Nearc to the King in bloud,and nc.rc in loue, 

Til they did make him mifinterpret me, 

Haueftooptmy necke vnderyour miuries, - | 

And figh’t my Englifli breath in forren cloudes. 

Eating the bitter bread of bani&paent. 

While youhauefed vponmy fcgniories, 

Difparkt ray parks,and felld my forreft woods. 

From my ownc wxndowes tome my houfhold coate, 
Rac’t ott my imprcc(e,leauing me no figne, 
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Saue mens opinions, and my liuing bloud. 

To fhew the world I am a Gentleman. 

Thu and much more, much more then twice all this 
Condemns you to the death : fee them delivered ouer 

To execution and the hand of death. 

Bttjbie More welcome i* the ftroke of death tome, 

Then Buliingbrooke to England, Lords farewell. 

Greene My comfort is,thathcauen wil take our fouler. 
And plague iniuflicc with the pauses of hell- 
BhU. My Lord Northumberland fee them difpatcht.* 
Vnckle vou fay the J^ucenc is at your houfe. 

For Gods fake faircly let her be intreated, 

Tel her 1 fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings bedcliuered. 

Terke A gentleman of mine I haue difpatcht. 

With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bull. Thanks (gentle Vnckle:) come Lords away. 

To fight wi th Glendor and his complices, 

A while to vvorke,and after holiday. Exeunt. 

loiter the Ktng, Attmerle,CarUil,&e. 

King Barkloughly CalHe call you this at hand; 

Am w. Yeamy Lord, How brookesyour Grace the ayre. 
After yonrlatctofsingon the breaking feat? 

King Nccdes muff I like it well,I weepe for ioy, 

T o ttand vpon my Kingdome once agame, 

Deare earth I do falute thee with my hand. 

Though rebels wound thee with their horles hoofest 
As a long parted mother with her child, 

Playes fondly with her teares, and fmilcs inmeeting} 

So weepingjfmilingjgrcete I thee my earth* 

And do thee fauour with my royal hands; 

Feedc not thy foueraignes foe, my gentle earth. 

Nor with thy fvvectes comfort his rauenousfence> 

But let thy Spiders that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauy- gated toades lie in their way. 

Doing annoyance to the trecherous feete. 

Which with vfurping fteps do trample thee: 

Yeclda 
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Yeelcle ftinging'nettles to mine enemies: 

And whenthty from thy bolomepluck a flower, 

Guard it I pray thee with a lurking Adder 
Whole double tongue may with a mortal touch, 

Throw death vpon thy foueraignes enemies: 

Mock not my fenccles conjuration Lords. 

This earth ffal haue a feeling and thefc Hones 
Prooue armed fouldicrs ere her natiue.King, 
ShaHfanlter vnder foule rebellions arme:. 

Ctrl. Feare not my Lord, that power that made you kinr 
Hath power to keepe you king in fpight ofa!, 

The meaner that heauens yccld muff be imbrac'C 
And not neglcfted. Elfe heauen would. 

And we wil not,heauens offer, we refufc 
The profered meaner of fuccors and redrefle. 

Aum He meaner my Lotthat we are too remiile 
Whilft Bullingbrooke through out (ecuritie, 

Growes ftrong and great in fubffancc and in power . 

King Difcomfortablc Coofen, knowft thou not, 

That when the fcarching eie of heauen is hid 
Behind the globe TUidlightsthc lower world 
Then thecues and robbers range abroad vnfccne, 

In murthers and in outrage bloudy here. 

But when from vnder his rerreftriall ball* 

He fires the proude tops of the eafterne pines, 

And darter his light through euery guilty hole 
Then murthers, trcafbns, and detefted finnes. 

The cloak of night being plucktffomofftheirbacks, 
Stand bare and naked trembling at themfeiues? 

So when this thiefe.this fraitour Bullingbrooke 
Who all this while hath reueld in the night 
Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs riling in our throne the eaft 
His trealbns will fit bluffing in his face. 

Not able to endure the fight of day, 

But fclfe affrighted, trembled at his finne. 

Not al the water in the rough rudcfca, 

Can waff thebalmc off from an annotated King, 



ting Richard the fecend. 

The breath of worldly men cannot depofe, 

The deputy eleffed by the Lord, 

For eucry man that Bullingbrooke hath preft. 

To lift ff re wd fteele againft our golden crown e, 

God for his Ric : hath in hcauenly pay, 

A glorious Angels then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fal, for heauen ftil gardes the right. 

Enter Salisb, 

King Welcome my Lo: how far off lies your power* 
Satif. Nor mere nor farther off my gracious Lo. 

Than this weake arme; Dilcomforte guides nay tongue. 
And bids me fpeakc of nothing but Defpaire, 

One day too late I feare me noble Lo: 

Hath clouded al thy happy daies on earth, 

O call backe yefterday,bid time returne, 

Aud thou ff alt haue twcluc thoufand fighting men. 
Today, todav, vnhappie day, too late, 

Oucrthro wes thy ioyes frindes, fortune and thy ftate. 

For al the Welff men hearing thou wert dead. 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke, difperft and fled. 

Ah m Comfort my liege, why lookes your grace Co pale. 
King But now the 6 loud of 20000. men 
Did triumph in my face, and they arc fled: 

And tilfo much blond thither come againe* 

Haue I not rcafon to looke pale and dead? 

All foules that wilbe fafe.flic from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

Aum Comfort my liege remember who you are. 

King I had forgot my felfci am I not King* 

Awake thou coward, Maiefty thou fleepeft. 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names* . 

Arme arme, my name a puny fubieft (trikes 
At thy great glotic, looke notto the ground. 

Ye fauou rites' of a King, are we not high? 

High be our thoughts , I know my Vnckle Yorke 
Hath power enough to ferue our turnc:but who corns here? 

Enter Scraofe, 

Sen More health and happines betide my liege, 

• u -’ F ■ Then 
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ThtTngedie of 

Then can my care tunde tongue dcliuer him. 

King Mine care is open, and my heart prepard, 

The worft js worldly lode thou canft vnfold, 

Say, is my Kingdome loftjwhy twas my care* 

And what Ioffe is it to be rid of care? * 

Striues Bullingbrooke to be as great as wee* 

Greater he flial not be* if he ferue God, 

Weele/erue him too,andbc his fellow fo.* 

R euolt our fubic&s, tha t wc cannot mend. 

They breake their fayth to God as wcl as vst 
Cry woe,dcftru<ftion,iuine,and decay. 

The worfl is dcath,and death wil haue his day. 

Scroo. Glad am I, that your highncflc is fo armde, 

To bcarc the tydings of caUmitic, 

Like an vnfeafonablc ftormie day, 

Which makes the Bluer Riuers drowne their fhore*. ^ 
As ifthc world were al diflolude to tearcs, 

So high aboue bis limits fwcls the rage 
Of Bullingbrooke, couering your fcarcfull land 
With hard bright llccle, and hcartsharder then fleefe, | 
White beards haue armd their thinne ard haircleflefcalpl g 
Againft thy maieftic ; and boyes with womens voyccs j' 

Srriucto fpeikcbigge, and clap their female ioynts 
In ftiffe vnvvildiearmes againft thy Ciowne, il ’ 1 [- 
Thy very beadfiuen kanic to bend theyr bowes. 

Of double fatal ewe againft thy Hate, 

Yea diftaffe women mannage rufhe billes, £ 

Againfl thyfeatc both yongand old rebel. 

And al goes woife then I hauc power to tell. 

King Too wcl, too wcl thou telfl a tale foil!. 

Where is the Earle of Wiltshire? yvberc is Bagof? 

What is become of Bufhie’whcrc is Greene? - 
That they haue let the dangerous enemie 
Mcalurc our confines with fuch peaceful fteps, 

Ifwe preuaile, their heades dial pay for it: 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 

Scfo. Peace hauc they made with him indeed my Low> 

King Oh villaincs, vipers^damnd without redeinp*i° n > 

m 



King Richard the fecand. 






Three Iudafles,cach one thrice worfe then luaas. 

Would they make peace, terrible hell. 

Make war vpon their fpotted fooles for this. 

Scro. Swecteloue I fee changing, his property 

Tumes to the fowreft and raoft deadly hate, 

Againc vneurfe their foules, their peace is made 
With head, and not with hands, thofc whom you curt® 

Haue felt the worft of deaths deflroying wound. 

And lie fallow grau'd in the hollow ground. 

Anm. Is Bufhie,Greenc,and the Earle of Wiltlhirc dead 
Scro. Ye al of them at Bnftow loft their heades, 

Attnt. Where is the Duke tny father with his power? 

King No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake* 

Lets talke ofgraucs.of Wormes,and Epitaphs, 

Make duft our paper,and with rainie eye* 

Write fbrow on the bofbtne of the earth. 

Lets choofe exccu tors and talke of will.* 

And yet not fb,for what can we bequeath, 

Saue our depoled bodies to the ground? 

Our lands, our liucs,and al are Bullingbrookes, 

Aud nothi ng can we cal our owne,but death. 

And that ftnall model of the barren earth, 

Which feruet as pafte and couer to our bones, 

Fo r G ods fa ke le tee vs fir vpon the ground. 

And Cel faddc florist of the death of Kings, 

Ho iv fomc hauc becne depofdedomc flaine in war, 

"Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiucs,fomc fleeping kild, 

AJ murthered,for withi n the hollow Cro wne 
That rounds the mortal tcmplcsofa-Krng 
Keepcs death his courfcand there the antique fits, 

Scoffing his ftate,and grinningat his pompe. 

Allowing him abreath,a little fccane. 

To monarchife,be feard.and kil with lookes, 

Infufing him with felfe and vainc conceit. 

As ifthis flefh which wallcs about our life, 

F 2 Were 
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TheT rage die of 

Were brafTe impregnable: and humord thus, , K . 

Comes at the laft.and with a little pin, 

Boares through his Caftle vvalls,and farewell Kin® 

Couer your header, and mocke not fle/h andbloud, 

With folemnercuerencc throw away refpetf, 
Tradition,foi me, and ceremonious dutie. 

For you haue but miftooke meal this while, 

f hue with bread like you, feele wanr, 

Tafte griefe,neede friendes,fubi c acd thus. 

How can you lay to me I am a Kin"? 

Carleil. My Lord.wifemcn nere fit and vvaile their woti 
But prefently preuent the wayes to waile, 

To feare the foe,fincc feare opprefkth ftrength, 

Giues in your weaker, effe firength vntoyour foe. 

And fo your follies fight againft your fdfe: 
eareandbeefiaine,no vvorfc can come tofi"hf. 

And fight and dye,is death deffroying death. 

Where fearing dying, paics death fe'ruile breath. 

Aum. My father hath a power, inquire of him. 

And learne to make a body ofalimme. 

Kmg Thouchidft mewchproude BullingbrookTcome ! 

I o change bio vves with thee for our davofdoome: I 

This agew fitre cjffearc is ouerblownc; • 

An eafie ra* ke it is to winne o«rr ownc. 

Say Scroope,whcre lies our Vnclcle with his power? 
Spcake fwcctely raa^nkhough thy lookes be fewer’ 
Scr°op e . Men uidge by the complexion of the skie 

1 he ftate and inclination of the day* =•** 

So may you by my dul and heauie eye: 

My tongue hath but a heauicr tale to fay, 

I play the torturer byjiuali and final}, 

To lengthen out chctifaM that muft befpoken: 

Your V ncje Yorke isioy nd with Bullincbrooke,' 1 ’ 

And all your Norrherne Cafilesyeelded vp, 

And all your Soucherne Gentlemen marines 
Vppnhispartie. I- 1 . 

j\wjr. Thou haft find inough: 

Befhrcw thee coofin which didftleadcBli! foorth 

-• - c\ 
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King Richard th e feconi. 

Ofthatfweete way I was in todifpaire, 

What fay you now? wha? comfort haue we novve? 

' By heauen He hate him euerlaftingly. 

That bids me be ofconifbrt any more: 

Go to Flint Ca file, there lie pine away, 

AKing WoesflSaUc fhal kingly Wo obey: 

That power I haue, difchargc,and let them goe ’ 

Toearc the land that hath fomc hope to grow*. 

For Ihaue none,!ctno nian fpeake againc 
Toalter this/or counfel is but vainc. 

Aum. MyLeige, one word. 

King He does me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his ton£, 

Difchargc my'followcrhlet them hence away f 
From Richards night,to Bui lingbrookes faire day. 

' Enter BuU.forhe, North. 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen are difperft, and Salisbury ' : 

3s gone to roeete the King, who lately landed 

With fortie few priuatc friends vpon this coaft. 

The ncwes is Wy&fo and good my Lord, 
Richard not far from hence hath hid his bead. dT 

It would befeettre the Lord Northumberland 
1 o fay King Richard;alacke the heauie day. 

When fuch a facrcd King fhould hide his head. 

fcacfii* ^ bi| Hime bmfo briefc 

He w 0 W ha ue bee ne-fo hri efe to fhorten you, (w*h h£f 
^ ca d,y our whole heades length/ him, 

r r T 1 ? kc n / 1 ^ further thenyoufhould. 

ieaftyou T mmakefhr^ C ° 0fin) 

Bui T \™‘ ltake ,V le 1 hcaue ns are oucr our heads, ,:,f - 

^elcoLHam-wh^ £»terTercic, 

? wilnotthis Caftle yeeld? 

£ l ’Bull 
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The T rage fie of 

Roy ally, Why.it containes no King. ^ • 

H.Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King»King Richard lie* 

Within the limits of yon lime and Rone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle,Lord Salisburie,' 

Sir Stephen Scroopc, befidcs a elergie man 
Of holy Reuercnccjwho I cannot learnc. 

North. Oh belike it is the Bilhop of Carlcil. 

Tull. Noble Lords, 

Go to the rude ribbes of that auncicnt Gallic, 

Through brazen trumpet fend the breath of parlce 

Into his ruindc eares,and thus dcliuer, 

Rfull.on both his knees doth kiflejking Richards h*n 4 
And fends alleageance and truc faidi-of heart 
T o his moft royal perfon.: hither come 
Euen at his feetc to lay my armesand power: 

Prouidcd, that my banilbroent repcald, 1 
And lands reftored againe be freely graunted, 

If not, He vfc the aduantage of my power. 

And lay the fummersduf: with fhowcrsofbloud, 
Rainde from the woundes of flaughtcrcd EngliihwM. 
The which.how far off from the mind ofBullmgbwkC 

It i;,fuchcrioifontcmpcftfbouldbcdrench 

The frefh greene lap of faire King Richards land, 

My (looping dutie tenderly fhall fhe w: 

Go fignific as much while here vvec march 
Vpon the grafiie carpet of this plaine; . -J- 

Lets march without the noyfc of tlTrcarning drummer 
Thatfromthis Caflles tottered battlements. 

Our faire appoyntroents may be welpetoWc. 

Me thinkslCing Richardand my felfe fhcu,d tncete 
With no lefTc terror then the elements 

Offiic and vvatcr. when their thundering moke. 

At meeting teares the doudic checkcs of heauen. 

Be hothc fire, He be the yeclding water. 

The rage be his ,whilft on the earth I raigne. 

My water's onthe eartfi, and not on him , 

March on, and marke kingRichard how he leohe . , . . ^ 



Ring Richard the ftcond. 

The trumpets found, Kichardappearethonthe wvsffr. 
Bui See feeding Richard ‘ doth himfelfcdppea r e» 

As doth the blii Aung difeontented Sudne, 

From out thefierie portal of the Eaft, 

When he percciucs the enuious doudes are beat 
To dimme his glorie.and 10 ftaine the trackc 
Of his bright patfage to the Occident. 

Y orke Yet lookes hc-like a King, bcholde his eye, 

As bright as is the Eagles,! ightens forth . 

Controlling maieftic; alacke alackc for woe, 

That any harmefhould ftaine fo faire a flrew. 

KingVJe are amazde, and thus long haue we flobde, 

To watch the feareful bending of thy knee, 

Becaufc we thought our felfe thy lawful King: 

And if wc be, howe dare thy ioyntsforget 
To pay their aweful diietic to our prefence? 

If we be not, fhevv vs the hand pf God 
That hathdifmilt vs from our Stewardship; 

For wcl we kno w no hand ofbloiid and bone 
Can gripe the (acred handle of our Scepter* 

Vnleflc hedoprophane, ftea!e,drvfurpe: 

And though you thinkc that al as you haue done A 

Hauetornc thejrfoulcs, by turning them from vs$ ^ 

And we arc barren and bereft of friends: ' ° * ' • - o ■ r * 
Yet know, my maiflet God omnipotent, r ^ A ! 

Is muttering in hisdoudes on our bchalfe. 

Armies ofpeftilcnce, and they (ball (trike 
Your children yet vnborne, and vnbegot; 

That lift your vaffaile bands agamft my head. 

And threat the gloricofmly precious crownc. 

Tc!! Bullingbfooke, for yon methinkeshe ftandcs. 

That tuery flride he makes vpon ray land. 

Is dahgerous treafon : he is come to open 
I he purple teftament of bleeding war : 

But ere the crownc he lookes for liuein peace, 
ku 'i t ! 3 -°- u %# }oud 'y cr °wncs of mothers fonnes ' 

Jhalill become rhe flower of EnglandsfaceJ 
^nange the complexion of her maid-pale peace, r 
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Should fo with ciuill and vnciuil armes 
Be rulbc vp on.Thy thrife .noble Coofin, 

Hgrry Bullingbrooke doth humbly kifle thy hand, 
And by the honourable tombe he (wearies, . . ’ , ; 

That Bands Vp^your royal grandfires bones, { ;-,Y 
And by the royalties of both your blonds 
Currents that lpringfrom one moft gracious head. 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, 

Andby the worth and honor of himfelfc, 

Coniprifing al that may be fwqroe orjfayd. 

His comminghithcfihathno further fcope, 

Then for his Iincall royalties, and to begge 



Which on thy royal partie graunced once, 
HisgIitterimgafjfte^hefr.V<fHlcojinmendto ruft, ; 
His barbed ftaeds tbiBables^od his heart 
To fai thful feruicc ofyour-IVUicfty. 

This fwearcs hce, as faeces mince fleiu ft. 

And as I atp a Gentleman 1 credit him. 

King Northumberland, fay thus the King rcturnej, 
Hisnobie Coofinisirigiu wek9mehrther> nr . 

And al the number of hisifairedetnaundcs 
Shal be accompJifhtw.ithoutcontradnSfion, 

With all the gracious vtterance thou haft, I 

Speake to his gentle talking kind commends. L il > t ■ 
King Wedoelcbafequr;fcJtlcs Cbofin,do wenot? imu 
T o lookc fo poorcly and tqfpeake fo fatre? 

Shal we cal ba.tkc Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the traitor and fo die. 

Aum. No good my Lord,lets fight with gentle words, ■ 
Till time lend friends, and frietids their helpful fwords, 

King Oh God,oh God that^re this tong of, mine, 
That laide the fentencc of dread banifliment 
On yon proudman fhould take it off againe,’ 

With wotds;ftf foothi Oh that I were as great, ^ 
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King Richard the fecond. 

As is my griefe, or lcfTer than my name ! 

Or that I could forget what I haue bcene. 

Or not remember what I muff be now I 

Swellft thou (proud heart) Ilcgiue thee fcope to beate, 

Since foes haue fcope to bcate both thee and me. 

Asm. Northumberland comesbackfrom Bullingbrooke. 

King Wdikt muft theKingdo now? mull he iubmit. 

The King dial do it : muft he be dcpofde ? 

The king (hal be contented : muft h e loofe 
The name ofa King } a Gods name let it go i 
lie giuc my ic wels for a fet of Beadcs : 

My gorgeous pallas for a hermitage i 
My gay apparel for analmefmans gowne % 

My figurdc goblets for a difli ofwood: 

My feepter for a Palmers walking ftaffe i 
My fubie&s for a paire of carued Saintes, 

And my large kingdome for a litle graue j 
A little little graue, an obfeure graue, 

Or lie be buried in the Kingshic way , 

Some way of common trade, where fubiefts feete 
May hourely trample on their foueraignes head} 

For on my heart theyCrcade now whilft I liue: 

And bur ied once, why not vpon my head} 

Aumerle thou weepft (my tender-hearted coofin) 

Week make foulc weather withdefpiled teares; 

Our figlw and they dial lodge the fummer cornc. 

And make a dearth in this rcuolting land: 

Or (hal we play the wantons with our woes. 

And make fome prety match with (heading teares. 

And thus to drop them (till vpon one place. 

Til they hauefretted vsa paircofgraues 
Within the earth, and therein laide; there lies 
Two kinfmen digd their graues with weeping eies; 

Would not this ill do wel} wcl well I foe, 

I talke but idlely, and you laugh at me. 

Moftmigh tie Prince my Lord Northumberland, 
Whatfaics king' Bullingbrooke, wil his maieftic 
Gme Richard leaue to liue till Richard dye, 

G Yo* 
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Yon make a leg and Bullingbrooke laics I. 

North, My Lord, in the bale court he doth attend, j 
To fpeake with you, may it pleafc you to come downe. 
King. Downed downe I come, like glittering Phaeton; 

Wanting the manage of vnrulie lades. 

In the bate court, bafe court where Kin gs growc bate* 

To come at traitors calls, and do them grace. 

In the bafe court come downe J downe court, downeKing, i 
For nightowlcs fhreek where mounting larkes fhould fine, j 
Ball. What faies his mmeflie? 

North. Sorrowe and griefc of hart. 

Makes him fpeake fondly like a frantike man, 

Ye the is come, 

"Bull. Stand al apart. 

And (hewfaireduety tohisMaicftic: ( hekneclcsim,', 

My gracious Lord. | 

King, faiic coolen, yon debafe your princely knee. 

To make the bale earth proud with killing it: 

Me rather had my hare might fecle yourlouc, 

Then my vnplcafed etc fee your cur tefiei 
Vpcoofcn vp, your hactis vp I knowe, 

Thus high at kali, although your knee be lowe. 

"Bull My gracious Lord, I come but tor mine owns. 
King. Your owne is yours, and l am yours and al. 

Bull. So far be mine iny moll redoubted Lord, 

As my true fcruicc llial! delerue your Ir>uc. 

King. Wei you deferuc : they well dcfei ue to bane. 
That know the ftrongUf and lureft way to get, 
Vuclegiuerne your handes, nay drie your etc*', 

TearesiLcw iheirlouc, but want their remedies. „■ 

Coofen I am too young to be your Father, 

Though you are old enough to be hey re. 

What you will h aue, 1 /e giue, and willing to. 

For doe we niufti what forceyviU haue vs doe. 

Set on toward.'. London, Gpfcn IS it Co} 

Bud. Yea my good Lord : 

King. Then Imuft not fay no. , j {11 . j 

fhtee. What fport fhall we dcuife here m this © arc 
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King Xkhardtke fecottd* 

To driue away the heauic thought of care J 

Lady Madam weeie play at bowles. . _ 

Qaecne T wil make me thinke the world is rail efrubs. 
And that my fortune runs againft the bias. 

Lady Madam week daunce. . , 

Quecne My legs can keepe nomeafure indehgW. 
VVhen my poore heart no meafurc keepes in grie/ti 
Therefore no dauncing girle,fome other fport. 

Lady Madam weeie tel 'talcs, 

Quee. Of forrow or of griefc’ 

Lady Of either Madame. 

J£uee, Of neither girle. 

For if of ioy,bcing alcogither wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of forrow. 

Or if of griefe, being altogithcr had. 

It addes more forrow to my want ofioy: 

For what I haue I neede not to repeate. 

And what I want it bontesnotto complaint. 

Lady Madam ile fing* 

Que. T is well that thou haft caufe, 

But thou fhouldft pleafe mee better wouldft thou weepe. 
Lady I could weepe Madame, would it do you good. 

Que. And I could fing would weeping do me good, 
Andneucr borrow any (care of thee. Enter Gardiners * , 
But flay, here commeth the gardiners. 

Lets ftep into the fhadow of thefe trees. 

My wretchediitffe vnto a row of pines, 

T ney wil ta'ke of Hate, for euerie one doth fo, 
Agamftachangcwoe is fore-runne with woe, 

(yard. Go bind thou vp yon dangling Apfuicocks, 
Which like vnrulie children make their fire 
Stoope with opprefsion of their prodigall weight, 

Giuc lome lupportancc to the bending twigs, 

Go thou,and like an executioner 

Cut off the lieades of two faft growing fprayes, 

Thatlooke tooloftiein our common* wealth. 

All mull be eu.en in our gouernement 
You thus imployd»I will go roate away ’ 

Ga Thg 




TkeTragedieof 

The noyfoms weedes that without profit fucke 
The foilcs fertilitie from wholfomc flower*. 

Man. Why ihould wee in the compaflc of a palc^ 
Keepe law and forme,and due proportion, ^ 
Shewing in a uiodie our firmeeftare, 

■When our fea-walled garden, the whole land 
Is full of wecdes,her faireft flowers choakt vp. 

Her fruit trees allvnprundc,hcr hedges ruind. 

Her knots difordered, and her holforffc hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath buffered thisdifordered fpring. 

Hath now him/elfe met with the falof leafe: 

The weedes that hisbroade fprcadingleaucs did (belter, 
That feemde in eating lnm to hold him vp. 

Are plucktvp roote and all by Bullingbrooke, 

I meane the Earle of Wi!tfhire,Bufhie,t3rcen^ 

Man. What rre they dead? 

Gjard. Theyaie, 

And Bullingbrooke hath ceafde the waflefull King, 

Oh whar pittie it is that he had not fo trimde 
And dreft his land as wee this garden at tim e of years 
Do wound the bat ke,theskinne of our fruit tree?. 

Left being cuer-proud with lappe and bloud. 

With too much riches it confound it fdfe: 

Had .he done fo to great and growing men, 

They mighthaue liude to beafc,and he to tafte 
1 heir fruits of dutic;.: fiipcifluous branches 
We lop away,that, bearing boughesmay liue: 

Had he done fo,hmi felfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which wafte of id e hom es hath quite throwne dowllf. 

M&w. Wbat,thinke you die king /hall be depofed? 

Gj*rd. Deprcli he is already,and dcpofdc 
T is doubt lie will be-Lettcrs came laft night 
To a deare friend of the good Duke of York* 

That tell black ty dings. 

Oh I am preft to death through want offpeaking- 
Thou old Adaiqjlikcncflefetto drerfe this garden, 

flow* 
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King Richard the fecond. 

How dares thy harfli rude tong found this vnpleafing news? 

What Eue’what ferpent hath fuggefted thee. 

To make a fecond fal of curfcd roan? 

Why doft thou fay king Richard is depofdc? 

Darft thou thou little better thing then earth 
Diuine his downe fall: fay, where, when and how 
Caraft then by this il tidings?fpeake thou wretch. 

Gard. Pardon me Madam, little ioyhaue I 
Tobreathcthefcnewes, yetwhatlfay is true; 

King Richard he isin the mightic holdc 
Of Bullingbrooke : their fortunes both are weyde 
In yourLo. fcalc is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities that make him light: 

But in the Ballance of great Bullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe, areal the Engli/h pceres. 

And with thatoddes he weighes King Richard dowr.ej 
Poft you to London, and you wil find it fc, 

I fpeake no more then euery one doth know. 

Sluecnc Nimble Mi fchancc that art fo light offoote. 

Doth not thy embaflage belong to me. 

And am Ilall thatknowes ir?Oh thou thinkeft 
To ferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe 

Thy borrow in my breft: come Ladies, go 
To tneete at London Londons kmg in wo. 

What,was I borne to thrsthat.my fadde looke. 

Should grace the triumph of great Bullingbrookci 
Gardner for telling meethefe newes of woe. 

Pray God the plants thou graft ft may neuer grow. Sxit. 

Gard. Poore Queen fo that thy ftate mighf be no worfe, 

I would my skil weic fuhic£t to thycurfc; 

Here did /lie drop a tearc,hcrc in this place 
. lie fet a banke of Row fowre hearbe of grace, 

Rew euen for ruth here fhortly /hal be feenc* 

« caurrBir p, " s4H “" c - r Jr™ r 

What thou doeft know ofnoble Glocefters death. Lords to 

Who w'ought it with the King, and who performde VarUmm 
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T he Tragedies} 

The bloudy office of his timelefle end. 

Bagot Then fct before my face the Lord Aumerle. 

Bull. Coofin.ft.md forth,and looke vpon that man. 

Bagot My Lord Aumerle,! know your daring tong 
Scorncs to vnfay what once it hath deliucrcd, 

In that dead time when Glocefters death was plotted 
I heard you fay, is not my arme of length, 

T hat reacheth from the reftfull Enghlh court 
As far as Callice to mine V ncklcs head? 

Amongft much other talkc that very time 
I heard you fay .that you had rather refu(e 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 
ThenBullingbrookcs returne to England, adding withatl, 
How blcft this land would be in this your Coofins death. 

Aum. Princes and noble Lords, 

What anfwere fhall I make to this baft manJ 
Shall I fomuch difhonour mv fairc ftars 
On equall tc rmes to giuc my chaff iccment? 

Eitiier 1 mulf,or haue mine honour foild 
With the attainder of his flaundeioushppes, 

There is my gage,dic manual feale of death, 
Thatmaikes thee out for helbthou lieft, 

And will maintaine what thou half fayde is falft 
In thy heart bloud,though being al too baft 
To ftaine the temperoftny knightly fvvord. 

Bull. Bagot,forbeare,thou (halt not take it vp. 

Aum. Excepting onc,I would he were the beft 
Inal this prefcnce that hath moondeme fo. 

Fit*,. If chat thy valurc ftand on fimpathie. 

There is my gage Aumede,in gage to thine; 

By that faire Sunne that flic wes me where thou ftandff, 

1 heard thee fay' and vauntingly thou fpakft it. 

That rhou wert caufe of noble Glocefters death. 

If thou demeft it twentie times, thou heft. 

And I wilturne thy fal (hood to thy heart. 

Where it was forged with my rapiers poynfc 

Aum. 1 houdarftnot(coward)hueI to fee the day* 

Fite. Now by my fou.e,I would it were this houre. 



Km* Richard the fecond. 

font Fitzwatcrs thou art damnd to Hel for this. 
l ?e 'r. Aumcrlc.thou lieft.his honour is as true 
In this app«alc,as thou ait all vniulf. 

And that thou art fortherc I throw my gage* 

Toprooue it on thee to the extreameli poynf 
Ofmortall breathing, ccaze it if thou darlf . 

Am. Andifldo not.may my hands rot oft. 

And neuer brandilh more reuengetull fteele 

Oner the glittering helmet of my foe. 

Another L\ take theeaith to the iikc(forfworn Aumerle> 
Andfput thee on with ful as many lies, 

As it may be hollowed m thy trcchcrous eare 
from finne to finne : there is my honors pawnc 
Vage it to the triall ifthou darff. 

Am. Whofctsme elfe? by heauen lie throw at all, 

I haue a thoufand fpirits in one breaft. 

To anfwere twentie thoufand fuch as you. 

Sar. My Lord Fitzwater.I dt) remember wcl 
The very time Aumerle and you did talkc. 

Fit*.. Tisvery true.you were in prefence then. 

And you can witntfle with me this is true. 

Ar. Asfalfe by heauen,as heauen it felfe istrue. 

Titz Surrie thou heft. (fword. 

Shy. Di ( honorable boy, that lie (hal lie fo heauy on my 
That it (hall render vengeance and reuenge, 

Til thou the ltc-giuer, and that lie do Ire 
Inearth as quiet as thy fathers (cull. 

In proofe whereof there is mine honours pawne, 

Ingage it to the tryal ifthou darft. 

Fitz. Flow fondly dolt thou fpur a forward horft; 

111 dare eate,or drinke,or breathe,or liue, 

Idaremeetc Surry ina wildernefle. 

And fpittc vpon him whilft I fay he lies. 

And lies.and lies : rhereis the bond of fay tb» 
to tie thee to my ftrong corrc&ionr 
As 1 intend to thriue in this new world, 

Aumerle isgmltte of my true appeal e. 

“elides, I heard the banilhed Norfolkc lays 






TheTragedie of 

That thou Aumerle didft fend two of thy men. 

To execute the noble Duke of Callice. 

Awn. Some honed: Chridian trufl me with a <*aet 
That Norffolke lies, heere do I throwe downc this 
If he may be repcald to trie his honour. 

Bull, thefe differences dial al red vnder gage. 

Til Norffolke be repeald, repcald he fhalbe, 

And though mine enemie, redord againe 

To al his landes and figniories ; when he is rctnrnd, 

Againd Aumerle we will inforce his trial. 

Carl. That honourable day dial neucr be feene. 
Many a time hath banifht Norffolke fought. 

For Iefu Chrift in glorious Chridian field. 

Streaming the enfigne of the Chridian Crofle, 

Againd blacke Pagans, Turkesand Saracens, 

And toild with workes of war, retird himfelfe 
To Italic, and there at Venice gaue 
His bodic to a pleafant Countries earth, 

And his pure foule vnto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whofe coulours he had fought fo long. 

Bull. Why B- is Norffolke dead? 

Carl. As lure as I liuc my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace condud his fweet foule to the bofoaie 
Ofgood olde Abraham : Lords Appellants, 

Your differences dial a! red vnder gage. 

Til weafsigne you to your daies of trial. Enter Tcrke. 

Torke Great Duke of Lancadcr I come to thee. 

From plume-piuckt Richard, who with wiibng foule, 
Adopts thee heirc, and his high feepter yccldes, 

To the poflefiion ofthy royal hand; 

Afcend his throne, defending now from him, 

And long hue Henry fourth of that name, 

“BkH. In Gods name He afcend the regal! throne, 

Car. Mary God forbid. 

Word in this royal prcfcnce I may fpeakc. 

Yet bed befeemingme to fpcake the truth, ‘ ri - 
Would God any in this noble prefence. 

Were enough noble to be vprightiudge 
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King Richard the fecond. 

Ofnoble Richard. Then true noblencffe would 
tearnehim forbearance from fo foule a wrong. 

What fubieft can giue fentence on his King? 

And who fits not here that is notRichards fub 
Theeues are not iudgd but theyarc by to 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them, 

And fhall the figure of Gods Maiedy, 

His Captaine, deward, deputy, eleft, 

Annointed, crowned, planted many yeares 
Be iirdby fubieft and inferiour breath. 

And he himfelfe not prefent? Oh forfend it 
That in a Chridian climate foules refinde. 

Should fliew fo heinous blacke obfcenc a deed, 

1 fpcake to fubieds, and a fubieft fpeakes, 

Stird vp by God thus boldly for his King, 

My Lord of Hereford here whom you call King, 

Is a foule traitourtoproud Hcrcfords King, 

And if youcrowne him,let me prophcfic, 

Thebloudof Englifh fhall manure the ground. 

And future ages groanc for his foule a<ft, 

Peace fhall go fleepe with turkesand infidels. 

And in this feat of peace, tumultuous wars, 

Shal kin with kin, and kinde with kinde confound: 

Diforder, horror, feare, and mutiny, 

Shal heere iuhabit,and this land be cald. 

The field of Golgotha and dead me/is fculs. 

Oh if you raife this houfe againft this houfe, 

Itwilthe wofulleftdnnfionprouc, 

That euerfelvpon this curfed earth: • 'C? i ^ 

Reuent it, refill: it, and letit not be fo, 

Lefi child, childs children crie againft you wo, 

North. Wei hauc you argued fir, and for your paincs* 

P* Capital treafon, we arre ft you here: 

%Lord ofWcftminfter,be it your charge, 

1 o keepe him fafely til his day of triall. 

Let it be fo, and loe on wednefday next, 
e folcmnly prodaime our Coronation, 

Lords jpo ready all, . Bxbtmt* 

H Abbot, 
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Car led, <ln - 
merit* 
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jQueenc 
%>ith h*r at 
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f . Abbot. A wofull Pageant haue we heere beheld. 

Car , The woe’s to come, the children yet vnborne 
Shall feele this day as fharpc to them as thorne. * 
Aum. You holy Clergy men, is there no plot, 
ridde therealme of this pernicious blot? 

Abbot. My Lo. befi re I freely fpeake my mind herein 
, *»u mall not oncly take the Sacrament, 

T o burie mine intents, but alfo to eflfcft, 

What euerl lhall happen to dcuife: 

I fee your browes ate ful of di /content. 

Your hart of (brrovv^ud your eics ol teares r 

Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a plot. 

Shall /hew vs all a metric day. ' * Exemt 

<£»«-. This way the King wil come, this is the wav/ 

I o Iuuus Carfars ill ercfled Tower,. > , , v 

• 1 o who/e fli t bofome, my condemned Ler d, 

Is doomdc a prifoner by proud Bullingbroofec, •? - 

Heere let vs reft, if this rebellious eirth .. r •' ii:. 

Haue any re fting for her true Kings Queene. (Emtrijef 

Kut loft, but fee, or 01 ; 

My fairc Rofc yvithcr, yet loolcc up, bcholcfe, 

1 hit you in pittie way difbluc to deavv> ' i w 

And walli hull frcfliagaine with true louccearc$> w : : 

Ah thou the modi e wh^reoIdcTroy did ftnnd! « 

Thou mappe of honour, thou King Richards tombe. 

And not King Richard : Xhou nioft beateou* Line, i 
Why fhould hard fauourd griefc he Jodgediu thee, 

When triumph is become an alehoufeguell? ■ 

ioyne not with gricfe>faire woman, doe not fo 
To make my end too fudden, Icarne good foule> 

I o thinke our former ftatc a happie dreame, 

Flow which awafc^thetJueth of what wcare 

Shews vs but this : Tam iworre (brother fvvcct) 

Togrimnccefl'itie s andheandL 

Will keepe a league ttldcath. Hie thee to Fraunce, 

And cloi/fcr t-hecin fome religious hou/e. 

Our holy hues mull win anew worlds crowne, 

Which our prophanc hom es hccrc hxiic ihrpwnc dowtift 
iVv $**• 



King Richard the fecond. 

Queens What is ray Richard both in /hape and mind 
fahlformd and weakened’hath Bulhngbrookc 
nepolde thine intcllea>hath hce bcene iu thy heart? 

The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his pawe, 

And wounds the earth.if nothing clfc, with rage, 

To bee orc-power’d,and wilt thou pupill-hkc 
Take thy corrosion, mildly kifle the rod. 

And fawnc on Rage wtth,bafe humihtie, 

Which act a L'on and a King of beads. 

Kins A Kingof beafts indeedc.if aught but bealts 
l had bcene ftillahapptc King of men. 

Good (fometimes ^uecne)prcpare thee hence for bran 
Thinke I ana dead, and that cuen here thou takelt 
As from my death-bed my laft liuing leaue, 

In winters tedious nights Gtte by the fire 
With good old folkes,and let them tel thee tale* 

Olwoefptl ages long ago'c betide, 

And ere thou bid good night to quite their griefc, 

Teftthou the lamentable tale of me, 

Ani lend the hearersweeping to their beds: 

For why, the fenfleffc brands will fimpathic . ' 
Theheauie accent of thy moouing tong. 

And incompafsionwecpe the fire out. 

And /otne will tnourne in afhes,fomc cole blacke» 

For the depofing of a rightfull king. Enter NortnftM. 

North. My Lotd the mind of Bui lingbrookc is changde^ 
You muft -i o Pomfrct,no« vnro the Tower, 

And Madam>thcre is order tane for you. 

With all fivift fpeede you muft away to France. 

King Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Bullingbrooke afcends my throne, 

1 he time /ball not be many hourcs of age 
More then it u,ere foulc finne gathering head 

Shajlbreake into corruption, thoufhalt thinke 

Though hce diuide the Realtne and giue thee halrCj 
h is toohttlc, helping him to all. 

«e /hall thinke that thou which knowft the way 
Jo plant vxmghtfhll kings writ know agame, 
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^TheTragedte of ^ 

Being nere fo little vrgd another way, 

T o pluck h im headlong from the vfurpcd throne. 

The louc of wicked men conuerts to fear e, * 

That fcare to hatc,and hate turnes one or both 
To worthy daunger and deferued death. 

y guilt be on my head.and there an end: 

Take leaue and part,for you mult part forthwith. 

King Doubly diuorft,(baddemen)you violate* 

A twofold marriage.betwixt my Crowne and me. 

And then betwixt me and my maried wife. 

Let roe vnkifle the oath betwixt thee and mce: 

And yet not fo,for with a kifle twas made. 

Partvs Northumberland,! towards the north. 

Where fhiuering cold and fickneflc pines the clime: 

My wife to Dance, from whence jfct foorth in pompe, 
ohc came adorned hither like fvyeete May* 

Sent backe like Hollowmas.orfkortrt of day. 

flueene. And muff we be d.iuided?mufl we part? 

King I hand from hand (my loue)and .heart from heart: 
Baniflh rs both^aivd fend the king, with trier. »\ 
King I hat were feme louc,but little polka?, . 

*fZL ecn J Then whither hcgocs,thjther let me go. 

King So two togither weeping make one woe, 
Weepe for tup in France, I for thee heere, 

Better far. off ^bep neerebenere theneere, 

count ^ i y w, th fighes,I mine with groiner. 
•~f? ene wa X (ball haue thelongeff moanes, 

Twife For one ftep ile groane, the way being ihort, 
And pecce the w^iy put with a heauie heart. 

Comedo ftie in wqoing forow lets be briefe, 

Since wedding it,therc is fuch length in griefe. 

One kifle (hall flbppe our mouthes,and doubly part, 
Tmisgiuc I mine,and thus take I thy heart: 

Sueene Giu.eme mipeowne againc.twere no good pat*) 
To take oatne.to keepe,andfkill thy heart: 

So now I haue mine owne againe,be gone. 

That I ina,.y flriue to kill it with a groane. 

King We make woe wanton with this fond delay, 

- - - Once 
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exeunt* 



King Richard the fecond. 

Oncemore adcw,thc reft letforrow fay. 

Du. My Lord you told me you would tell the reft. 

When weeping made you breakc the ftory 
Of our two Coofins commi ng into London. 

Yorks- Where did I leaue? 

Du. At that fad flop my Lord, 

Where rude mifgouerncd hands from wmdowes tops, 

Threw duft and rubbifo on King Richards head. 

Yorks Then (as I fayd)the Duke great Bullingbrookc, 

Mounted vpon a hotte and fierieftcede. 

Which his afpiring rider feemde to know, 

With flow, but (lately pace kept on his courfe, 

While all tongues cride,God faue the Bulhngbtooke, 

You would haue thought the veric windowes fpake: 

Sotnany gteedic lookes ofyong and old, 

Through cafements darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage,and that al the wals 
With painted imagery had (ayd at once, 

lefupreferuc the welcome Bullingbrooke, 

Whilft he from.the one fide.to the other turning 
Barc*/]eaded,lowcr then his proude fteedes necke 
Befpakethem,thus»I thanke’you countrymen? 
An<hhusftilldbing,thus lie paflt along. 

‘Du. Alacke poore Richard,w here rides he the whilfti 

Torke As in a Theater the eyes of men. 

After a wel, graced A£tor leauesthe ftage. 

Are idly bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Euen fo,or with much more contempt mens eyes 

Did fcoule on gentle Richard, no man cricd,God faue hitn> 

No ioyful tongue gaue him his welcome homc^ 

, But dull was tlirowne vpon his (acred head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he (hooke oflfj 
His face (lil combating with teates and fmilcs. 

The badges of his griefe and patience. 

That had not God for (bme ftrong purpole fteeld 
The hearts of men*they muft perforce haue meltedj 
Aad Barbanfme it felfe haue pittied him, 

’ ~ r H 3 ; But 
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TheTrAgeiieef 

But heauen hath a band in thcfc euents, 

To whofehic will wee bound our catme contents, 

To Bullingbrooke are we fworne lubicftsnow, 

Whole ftate and honour I for ay allow* 

P« Here comes my fonne Aumerle. 

Torke Aumerle that vva<. 

But that is loft, for being Richards friend: 

A id Madam, you muft call him Rutland nows 
I am in parliament pledge for his truth 
And lafling fealtie to the newe made King. 

D«. Welcome my lonne.who arc the violets now 
T hat ftre w tbe grecnc lappe of the new come fpring. 

Atm. Madam I know nor. nor I greatly care not 
God knowes I had as liefc be none as one. 

Torke W cl.beare you wcl in this new spring of time, 
Leaf! you becropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxford, dothefe iufts & triumphshoM 
Atm. For aught I kr-ow(my Lod) they do. 

Torke You will be there 1 know. 

Atm. IfGod preuent not, I purpofe fb. 

Tork^ What feale is that that hangs without thy bofome? 
lfca } lookft thou pa!c?let me fee the writing. 

Aunt. My Lor d.tis nothing. 

Torke No matter then who fee if, 

I will be fatiffiedjet me fee the writing. 

Atm. I d« befecch your grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter offmallconfequence, 

Which for fbme rcafom I would not haue fecne. 

Torke Which for fame reafons hr I mcanc to fee. 

I tcare,I feare. 

Du. What ihould yau feare? 

T is nothing but fbme band that he is entred into 
For gay apparrell a^ainft the triumph ♦ 

Torke Bound to himfelfe, what doth heewithabond 
That he is bound to. Wife,thou art a foolc, 
Boy.lctmefce the writing. 

Atm. 1 do bcfccch you pardon me, I may not IhcW & 
Torke I will be iaii*fied,ict me fee it I fay.* 



He plttckt 
it out of hie 
bojome and 
re Ades it. 



King Richard the 'fee end. 

Torke Treafonfoule treafon, villain e,traitor,flaUe. 
p H vVhat is the matter my Lord? 

Torke. Ho.who is within there?faddlemyhorfc, 

God for his mercylwhat trechery is here? 

<Pn. Why, what is it my Lord? 

Torke Giue me my bootes I fay/addle my horfc, 

Now by mine honour, mv life,my troth, 
jwill appeach the villaine. 

2)#. Whatisthemattcr? 

Torke Peace foolilh woman. 

2)«. I will not peace,what is the matter Aumerle? 
ham. Good mother be content,it is no more 
Then my poore life rauft anfwerc. 

D». Thy life anfvvere? -•> • 

Torke Bring me my bootes, I will vnto the King. 

Dh, Strike him Aumerle, poore bey thou artamazd. 
Hence villaine, neuer more come in my fight. 

Torke Giuc me my bootes I fay. 

Dh. Why Yorkc what wilt thou do? 

Wilt not thou hide the trcfpalle of thine owne? 

Haue we more fbns?or arc we like to haue? 

Is noemy teeming date drunke vp with time? 

And wilt thou pi ucke my faire. fonne fr6m mine age? 
Andtobbc mee of a happie mothers name. 

Is he not jike thee?is he not thine owne? 

Torke Thou fond maddc woman, 

Wilt thou concealc this darke confpiracie? 

A doozen ofthepi here haue tane the facrament. 

And interchangeably fee downetheir hands, 1 

Tokill the King at Oxford. 

Du. He ftiall be none,wcele keepe him here, 

* hen what is that to him? 

Torke Away fond womap,werc he twentie times my fan, 
i would aopeach him. d., ' 

x. Hadft thou groand for him as Jhauedone, 

ouwouldft beraorepittifull, f ’ 

Kt 7 L ^ 0W m,| nde,thoudoft fufpert ' 

A hat IJwu$ bc Cn e difloyal to thy bed, 

And 
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T he Tr Age die of 

And that he is a baflard,not thy fonne: 

Sweete Yorkc,fweete husband be not of that tninde 
He is as like thee as a man may be. 

Not like mee orany ofray kinne, 

AndyetUouehim. 

Torke Make way vnruly woman. Exit. 

*Z)». After Aumerle: mount thee vpon his horfe 
Spur,p©ft, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon,ctc hec do accufe thee,- 
He not be long behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorkc, 

And ncuer vvkl I rife vp from the ground, * 

Till Bullingbrooke haue pardoned thec,away,begone. 
KingH. Can no man tel me of my vnthriftiefonne? L 

Tis tul three moneths fince I did fee him laftj. 

If any plague hang ouer vs tis hee, 

I would to God my Lords, he might be found: 

Inquire at London, raongft the Tauernes there, 

For there they fay,hc daily doth frequent. 

With vnreftrained loofc companions, 

Eucn fuch(theyfay)asfland in narrow lanes. 

An d beatc our watch,and robbe our paffengers, 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

T akes on the point of honor to fupport fo difTolutea cfew, 
H.Percie My Lord,fome two dates fince I fa w the prince, 
And told him of thofe triumphs held at Oxford 1 . ,, 
King And what faide the gallant? 

Verde His anfwere was,he would to the ffewes. 



And from th e cpmmoneft creature pfucke a glotie. 

And weare it as a fauour,and with that 
He would vnhorfetheluftieff Challenger. 

KingH. As diflolute as defperate»yef through both, 
Ifepfoine.fparklesofbettcrhopejWhich elder y cares 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? , 
Aunt. V^herj: jSitKe'Kmg? (fo wildly. 

King H. What m canes our coofin that lie flares and look 1 
Atm. God fane your grace, I do befeech your ma;efti c > 
T o haue fbme conference Withy-our grace afoncr ^ ‘ 
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King Rich nr d tlefecoxd. , 

Ring. Withdrawe your felues, and leaue vs here alone- 
VVhat is the matter with ourcoofen nowc? 

Am- For euer may my knees growt to the earth. 

My tongue cleaue to my rooffe within my mouth, 

VnlefFe a pardon ere I rife or fpeake. 

King Intended, or committed- was this fault? 

If on the firft, how heynous creit be 
Jo win thy after loue, I pardon thee. 

Am. T hen giue me leaue that I may turne the key. 

That no man enter till my tale be done. v , . 

King. Haue thy defire. 

Tor. My leige beware, looke to thy felfe, „ The duke of 

Thouhalt a Traitor in thy prefence there. Torkeknocks 

King. Vilain lie make thee fafe, (feare at the doore 

Am. Stay thy rcuengeful hand, thou haftnocaufc to anderjeth . 
“York- Open the dore, fc cure foolc, hardie King, 

Shall for lone fpeake tteafon to thy face? 

Open the dore, or I vvil breake it open, 
v Kmg. What is the matter vncle, fpeake, recouer breath* 

Te\v$,how neare is daungcr. 

That wee may armc vs to encounter it? 

Tor. Perufe this writing hecrc,and thou (halt know. 

The treafon that my haftc forbids me llievv. 

Am. remember as thou readfl, thy promifepafl, , 

Ido repent me, reade not my name there, 

Mv hart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. It was (yilaine) ere thy hand did fet it dowae. 

I tore it from the traitors bofbme (King,) 

Feare, and not lone, begets his peni fence: 

Forget to pittie him, led thy pittie proue 
A Serpent that wil fling thee to the hart. 

£r»g. O heynous, ftrong, and bolde confpiracy; 
loyal Father, of a treacherous Sonne, 
louflieerc immaculate and filucrFountaine, 
jom whence this ftreame through muddy pafTages, 

«ath held his current, and dcfildc himfeife, 

y overflow *f good conuerts to bad: 

n thy aboundant soodnes fhall excufe 
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TheTragedie of 

This deadly blot in thy digrefling fonne . 

Tor. So ilial my vertue, be his vices baude , 

And he fhal fpend mine honour, with his fhame. 

As thriftlcs Tonnes, their feraping Fathers gold : 

Mine honour liues when his difhonour dies. 

Ormy fhamde life in his difhonour lies 
Thou kilft me in his life giuing him breath, 

T lie traitor Hues, the true man’s put to death, 

Du. Wiiat ho, my Liege, for Gods fake let me in. 
KingH. What fhril voice fuppliant makes this egcrcrit! 
Du. A woman, and thy aunt (great king) tis I, 
Speake with me, pitie me, open the doore, 

A beggar begs that ncuer begdbeforc. 

Ktng Our feene is altred from a feriousthing, 

And now changde to the Beggar and the King: 

My dangerous coufjn, le t your mother in, 

I know lhe is come to pray for your fonle finne. 

Torke If thou do pardon whofoeuer pray, 

More finnes for this forgiuenes profper may : 

This feftrcdioynt cut off, the red reft found, 

This let alone will al the reft confound, 

Du. Oh king, bclceue not this hard-hearted man, 
Loue louing not it felfe, none other can. 

Torke Thoufrantike woman, what doft thou make here? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rcare? 

Du. Svveete Yoi ke be patient, heare me gentleLicge.! 
KtngH. Rife vp good aunt. 

Du. No* yet I thee befeech. 

Foreucr wil I walkevponmy knees, 

And neuer fee day that the happy fees, 

Till thou giue ioy, vntil thou bid me ioy, 

By pardoning Rutland my tranfgrefsing boy. 

Aum , Vnto my mothers prayers I bend my kne f * 
"irokc Againft them 6othmy true ioynts bendccibe, 

II mai ft thou thriue if thou graunt any grace. 

Du. Pleadeshcin earned; looke vpon his face . 

His eies do drop noteares, his prayers are in icd. 

~ “ 1 ? 



His words do come from his mouth, ours from our 



King Richard the fecotid. 

Meoravcsbut faintly, and would be denied, 

Wepray with heart and foule, and all befidc. 

His weary ioynts would gladly nfe 1 know, 

Our knees ftili kneelc til to the ground they grow. 

His ora vers are ful of filfc hipocrifie. 

Ours of due zealc and deepe integritie, 

0 “prayers do outpray his, then let them hauc 
That mercy which true prayer ought to hauc. 

tmg Good aunt ftandvp. 
q) H . N»y ,do not fay. ftandvp; 

Say pardon firft.and afterwards, (land vp. 

And if I Were thy nurfe thy tongue to teach. 

Pardon fhould be thefuftword ofthyfpeach, 

1 ncuer longd to heare a word til now , 

Say-pardon King, let pitie teach thee how , 

The word is ftiorr, but not fo fhort as fweecc. 

No word like pardon for Kings moutnes fo raeete. 

Torke Speake it in French,Kingfay,Paidonne moy. 

T)*. Doft thou teach pardon pardon to deftroy . 

Ah my fowre husband, my hard-hearted Lord . 

That fets the word it felfe againft the word: 

Speake pardon as tis currant in our land. 

The chopping French we do not vndcrftancf. 

Thine eie bcgmsto t fpeake,fctthy tongue there. 

Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine care, 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 

Pitie may mooue thee pardon to rehcarfe. 

KingH. Good aunt ftandvp. 

T>u. I do not fue to (land. 

Pardon is al the fute I haue in hand. 

King I pardon him as God fhall pardon me. 

Du. Oh happy vantagmif (i^* 1 iceling kncc» 

Yet am I ficke for fcarc, fpeake it againe. 

Twice faying pardon doth not pardon tvvaine. 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

King H. I pardon him with al my heart. 

Du. A god on earth thou art . ^ . 

King H. But for our trufty brother in law Mid the Abbot, 
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TheT rage die of 

all the reft of that contorted crew, 

Dcftruftion ftraight fhall dog them at the hee Ies» 

Good vnckle,helpcto order fcuerali power* 

To Oxford, or where ere thefe traitours are, 

They ftial not hue within this woftd I fweare. 

But! wi! haue them if I once know where. 

Vnckle farcwclband Coofin adew, 

Totir mother well hath prayed .and proouc you true. 

D». Gpmc my old fcnnc,I pray God make thee new 
Exton Didft thou not marke the ICwhat words hefpakc? 
Haue I no fiend will rid me of this huingfeare? 

Was it noth ? 

Man Thefe were his very word*. 

Exton Hauc I no friend q loth he: fee fpake it twice. 
And vrgd it twice together, did he not? , 

Man He did. 

Exton And (peaking it,he wifhtly looktonmcc. 

As who fhould lay,! would thou were the man 
That would diuorce this terror from my heart* 

Meaning the King at Poinfret.Come lets go, 

3 am the Kings friend-and will rid his foe. 

Rich. Ihauobeene (3 udymg how to compare 
shard alone. This prifon where I liue,vntothe world: 

And for becaufc the wortdns populous. 

And here is not a creature but m'y fclfe, 

• 1 cannot do it : yet He hammer it out. 

My brame lie prooue,the female to my fbule; 

My foule the father,nnd thefe two beget 
A gene ration of (1 ill* breeding thoughts: 

And thefe fame thought, people tins little world, 
in humours iike the people ot this world: 

For no. thought is contented f the better fort, 

As thoughts of things diume are mtercmxt 

With fcruples.and dofet the word it felfc 

Againil thy word,a$ thus:Coroe little ones, 5c thenagainf. 

It is as hard to come as for a Cammed 

To threed the pofterne of a final needles eye: 

Thought* tending to ambition they do plot , 



King Richard the fecond. 

Yni tcely wonders : how thefe vaine weake miles 
^ < ?rca pafiagethorowthe flinty ribs 
Ofth hard world my ragged prifon wailes: 

And for they cannot die in their owne pride. 
Thoughts tending to content flatter thcmfclue*, 
That they are not the firft of fortunes flaues, 

Nor fhall not be the !aft like feely beggars. 

Who fitting in the ftockes refuge their fhame. 
That haue many, and others rouft fetthere. 

And in this thought they find a kind ofeafe, 
Bearing tfi£ir own misfortunes on the backc 
Of fuch as haue before indurde the like. 

Thus play I in one prifon many people, 

And none contented j fomctnnesatjtla King, 
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Tlicn treafonsmakc me with my felfca beggar, 

And fo lam : then crufhingpenurie 
Perfwades me I was better vvhena king. 

Then ami king againe, and by and by, '■ 

Think* that I am vnkingd byBullingbrookc, 

Arid (trait am nothing. But what ere I be, 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing fhal be pleafde, till he be eafdc. 

With being nothing. Muficke do I heare, the mujikeflaiet 
Ha ha keepe time, how fowrc fweete Muficke is 
When tunc is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the mufike of mens hues: 

And here hauel thedainfinefle ofe arc 
To checlce time broke in difoideredftrin<*: 

But for the concord of my ftate and time, ° 

Had not an eare to heare my true time broke , 

I wafted time, and now doth time wafte me: Z 

For now hath time made his numbring clocke; 

My thoughts arc minutes, and with fighes they iarre, 

1 heir watches on vnto mine cics the outward watch 

Whetcto my finger like a dialTcs poynt 

s pointing ft il, in cleanfing them from teares. 

°w hr, the found that telle* what houre it is, 

^clamorous groanes which ftrike vpon my heart, 
ch w the oclhfb fighs,and teares, and groanes. 





Enter a 
groom 
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TheTnjfcdte of 

Shew minutes, times, and houres .- but my time, 

Runncs porting on in Bullih^brookes proud loye, 
Whilel ftandfoolinghecrenisiacke ofchcclocke 
Thismuficke maddcimc, let it found no more, 

For though it haueholp’mad men to their witts, 

In me it feemes it vvil make wife men mad : . 

Yet blerting on his hart that giues it me , 

For tis a figne of loue : and'foue to Richard, 

Is a ftrangfc brooch in this al-hating world. 

Croome. Haile royal Prince. 

Rich. Thankcs noble pearc: 

% The chcapeft of vs is ten grotes too deare. 

of the What art thou, and how comeft thou hither, 

J Where no man ncucr comes but that (ad dog. 

That brings me foodc rjdt makcmiflfbrtuneliue? 

Groome. I was a pooregroome ofchy liable King, 
When thou wert King: who trauailling towards ¥orke, 
With much adoe (at length) hauc gotten Icaue, ; 

To lookc vpon my fometimes roial mailers face,* 

Oh how iterndmyheart when I beheld. 

In London ftrectcs that Coronation day. 

When Bullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbarie, 

That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftride. 

That horle, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rich. Rode he on Barbarie, tel me gentle friend , 
How went he vndcr him? 

Cjroom. So proudly as ifhedilHaind the ground. 

R*c. So proud that Bullingbrooke was onhisbacke: 
That lade hath eatc bread from my royal hand, 

This hand hath made him proud .with clapping him: 
Would henot ftumblc, would he not fal downe, 
Since pride mull hauc a faljand breake the necke, 

Of that proud man, that did vfurpe his backe? 
Forgiuenes horfe why do I raile on thee? 

Since thou created to be awed by man. 

Waft borne to.bcare; I was not made a horfe. 

And yet I beare a burthen like an alle, 

Spurrde, galld,andtirdc by iauncing Bullngbrooke- 

Keeper Fellowjgiue place, here is no longer ftay* 



Rich. Ifthou loue rUe,tis time thou werfaway. Enter cue to 

groome What my tong dares not.that my heart dial lay tvitla 

Keeper My Lord.wilt pleafe you to fall to? meat. 

Rich. Tafteofitfirft.as thou art wont ro do. 

Keeper My Lord I dare Piercie of Exton, '•>'{ r’ 

Who lately came from the King commands the contrarv. 

Rich. The diuel take Henry o(La'Bcafter,and thee, " Exit Cjrcom 

Patience is ftale,and I aui weary ofit. 

Keeper Helpc.hcTpe.hefpe. 

Rich. How now, what meanes Death in this rude alfault 
Viilaine thy owne handycelds thy deaths tnftruplenf. 

Go thou and fill another roome in hcl. 

Rich, r 



The murde- 
rers rujh in. 



Here Sxton 



***'"•" Thathand (halburneinneuerqiienchingfire. 

That flaggers thus my perfon : Exton, thy fierce hand Here 

Hath with the king, bloud ftaind the kings owne land, & ri U es u im 
Mount mount my foule.thy feate is vp on hie, ' 4 ' 

Whilftmy groflc fie Hi finkes downeward here to die. 

€xton As ml ofvalure,as of royal! bloud: 

Both hauc I (pilld.Oh would the deede were eood 
romovvthe diueli that told me I did wcil,> * 

Saies that this deede is chronicled in hell* 

This dead King to the lining king lie beare, 

Ta t c . hc " cc 'he reft and grne them burial here 

T u' nd t V ! K t kic Yoikc ’« ,e i*eft nevves we heare 

Is, that the rebels haue confumcd with fire * 

Our towneof Ciceter in GlocefterAire, 

But whether they be tane or (laine we heare not- 

Welcome my Lord,what is the newer? ’ 

w .. Firft tothyfacredflatewifhlalhapDinefle 

T I :;"'S 6.“ 

l ie header of Oxford,Saluburv,and Kent 
The manner of their taking may appeare”^ 

At large difeourfed in this paper hcr£ 

King We thankc thee "cntle Perrin f u 

A nd to thy vyoorth wil aide Z 
F*t<. Mv LorA T £ ^ worrhic games. 



"Enter 'Butt. 
brook$ wb 
the duke of 
Yorks* 

Enter Nor* 
thumb er- 
lancL 






Enter Lord 
Fit haters* 






■ The Trageiieof 

King Thy paines Fitz.fhal not be forgot. 

Right noble is thy merit well I wof» 

Terete The graundconfpirator Abbot ofWeftminfter 
With clogge ofconlcience anti fowre melancholic, 

Hath ycelded vp Lis body to the graue: 

But here is Carlcii liuing.to abide 

Thy kingly doomc,and fentencc of his pride. 

King Catleil,thisi$yourdoonje, 

Choolc out fome lecrct place, fomc reuerent rooms 
More then thou haft,and with it ioy thy life: 

So as thou hull in pcace.dic free from ftrife. 

For though mine enemic thou haft euer beene. 

High fparks of honour in thee haue I feene. 

Sxton Great Kiug,within this coffin Iprefcnt 
Thy buryed feare : herein al breathlefle lies 
The mighticft of thy greateft enemies, 

Richard of Riirdcaux, by me hither brought. 

King Exron I thanke thee no',for thou haft wrought 
" deede ol Haughter with thy fatal hand, 

J pon my head and ar this famous land. 

Vxton From your owne mouth my Lord did I this deed 
'pig T hey loue not po ifon that do poilbn neede, 
Nor do I thee, though I didwvifti him dead, v 
1 hate the murtherer,l©uc him murthered: 

The guilt ofconfcicnce take thou for thy labour. 

But neither mv good word,nor princely fauour, 

With Caine go wander through the ihade of night. 
And neuer fhew thy head by day nor light. 
Lordslproteftmy fouleisful of woe, 

Thatbloud fKouldfprindde me to make meegrow.' 
Gome mournc with mec,for what I do lament; 

And put on fullein blacke incontinent, 
lie make a voyage to the holy land. 

To wafh this bloud off from my guilty hand, 

March fadly after,grace my mournings heerc: 

In weeping after this vntimely Bcere. 

FINIS. 
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